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Southern Climes. 

SPAIN, PORTUGAL, ALGERIA, MOROCCO, FRANCE, ITALY. 
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" Dr. Madden's book deserves confidence — a most accurate and excel- 
lent work." — Dtiblin Medical Review, 

*'■ It cannot but be of much service to such persons as propose leaving 
home in search of recreation, or a more benign atmosphere. The Doctors^ 
observations relate to the favourite haunts of English invalids. He 
criticises each place seriatim in every point of view. — Reader, 

" We strongly advise all those who are going abroad for health^s sake 
to provide themselves with this book. They will find the author in 
these pages an agreeable gossiping companion as well as a professional 
adviser, who anticipates most of their dimculties." — Dublin Evening MaU, 

" To the medical profession this book will be invaluable, imd to those 
in ill-health it will be even more desirable, for it will be found not 
merelv a guide for change of climate, but a most interesting volume of 
travel." — Globe, 

** Dr. Madden is better qualified to g^ve an opinion as to the salubrity 
of the places most frequented by invalids than the majority of writers on 
the subject,"— Liverpool Albion, 

** There is something, and a great deal too, for almost eveij reader in 
this volume, for the physician, for the invalid, for the historian, for the 
antiquarian, and for the man of letters. Dr. Madden has rendered a 
necessary service to the profession and to the public upon the subject 
under notice." — DnblinEvening Post, 

" Dr. Madden's work is fraught with instruction that must prove useful 
both to practitioners and patients who study it." — Saunders* News Letter . 

''*■ Dr. Madden deserves the thanks of all those persons afflicted with 
that dire disease, consumption — as well as of those who suffer from 
chronic bronchitis, asthma, &c. It is the best work on change of climate 
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Ere on the world's broad ocean, deep and wide. 
Which rolls before me with its threatening tide, 
I launch my ilseble bark, yet all untried — 

Some pilot would I find : 
One who has sail'd those dangerous waters o'er. 
Breasted each wave, and safely gain'd the shore. 

And left a name behind. 

Where shall I turn to seek Atm, but among 
The foremost ranks of that immortal throng. 
Whom the world owns as noblest sons of song ? 

From these would I select 
One, whose high soul poetic fancies richly breath'd. 
One, whose broad brow fieune's mighty hand hath wreath* d. 

With laurel garlands deck'd. 

With one firom out that honour'd band, whom fome 
Most highly lauded, / may proudly claim 
Kindred— for tho' I do not bear his nanut 

" They hUnd me with his line" 
Mine^ the same blood that fill'd each glowing yehi 
Of A««— and flowed within his heart and brain ; 
" Thackeray ! " that name is thine / 

That light, alas! is quench'd-that spirit flown— 
And mute the lips that breath'd the soul's high tone ; 
All that was mortal Death has made his own : 

It moulders in the tomb. 
But memories such as his pass not away ; 
They cannot die— nor perish— nor decay : 

TTketVf, an immortal bloom. 

Fresh yet the turf which marks the earthy bed. 

Where, to his last, long sleep, they laid that honour'd head; 

And still undried the tears o'er genius shed, 

From earth too early flown : 
Then, by those memories and your tears, I ask, 
That ye should gently scan my humble task, 

And kindly speed me on ! 

Harriet L. Stevenson. 
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CHAPTER I. 



It was a lovely evening about the end of 
August, the sun was shining most brilliantly, 
as he does shine in the spot which I am about 
to ask my reader to visit with me — ^perhaps 
more brilliantly than in any other place in 
"merrie England" — I mean that charming 
spot devoted to Hydropathy, and sacred to 
the god of water — where Hygeia keeps her 
court, and where Homoeopathy has its most 
famous shrine — Great Malvern ! The sun — 
of which honourable mention has been 
made — had been slightly over-clouded during 
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the morning, had been sulky, and even shed 
a few tears in the shape of a shower towards 
the afternoon ; but at four o'clock, p.m., he 
was himself again, and seemed determined 
to make up for it, and poured down his beams 
with extra fierceness. Astoundingly hot it 
was — the pavement actually singed the feet 
of the unhappy dogs as they waddled along, 
drawn by a string after their relentless 
mistresses ; it was the same process by which 
we are told that bears are taught to dance, 
and had this weather continued much longer, 
the dogs of Great Malvern would have 
rivalled their ursine brethren in the Terpsi- 
chorean art. The flushed faces and brilliant 
complexions of those who were adventurous 
enough to brave the heat (most probably 
unhappy water patients) were decidedly 
suggestive of '* lamp baths" and " vapours" — 
hydropathic processes to which a stem, un- 
yielding task -master compelled these wretched 
victims (with a thermometer at 90 in the 
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shade), but which, to those not " under treat- 
ment" (the correct and technical term) seemed 
works of supererogation, as it appeared quite 
possible to procure plenty of heat without 
the aid of art. Ices, in fabulous quantities, 
had gone the way of all ices, in a vain hope 
of cooling the internal system. Not a bottle 
of soda water remained in all Malvern, so 
great had been the consumption ; and those 
bottles which had escaped the common lot of 
soda water bottles — to give their contents for 
the use of man — had met with special retri- 
bution, and had all burst ! There were not, 
perhaps, twenty people in the whole of 
Malvern (now at its flood-tide, and overflowing 
with humanity) who had not said to some one 
or other during the day, "How hot it is 1'' 
It was the stereotyped remark, and no one 
could dispute its veracity. The hills were 
deserted ; who would be rash enough to run 
the certain risk of a ^^ coup de soleilT^ so 
there was a jubilee among the idle donkeys 

B 2 
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who stood in the shade, with drooping ears, 
and silently prayed that the heat might last 
for ever. 

Very lovely looked the valley as it lay 
basking in the sun ; the landscape was 
just beginning to put on its autumn attire— 
what dress so beautiful and becoming ? There 
was a rich shade glowing over the whole 
expanse; the "old hills/' with their dark 
clumps of trees, stood out in relief, and the 
sun was shedding his brightest rays on the 
ivy-mantled walls of Madresfield, only visible 
at such times. The shadow of sorrow hung 
over that house, and the Angel of Death, on 
the pale horse, was watching for his prey ; 
but what reck'd the sun of that ? Does he 
shine less gaily at death and sorrow ? or 
cloud his beams with a tear of sympathy ? 
The hills, too, were not to be out-done in 
good looks by the valley. The ferns which 
clothed their steeps were mingled gold and 
bronze ; there were patches of brilliant fox- 
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glove intermixed with the golden gorse. 
There were deeper shades on the trees ; and 
the horse-chesnuts had already put on their 
bright orange tints, while the ash was still in 
her spring dress of delicate green. In fact 
the whole landscape was more than usually- 
lovely, and if it had but been a little cooler, 
every one would have been conscious of the 
fact; but all Malvern was out of temper 
with the heat; the whole village appeared 
to have got up on the wrong side of the bed, 
and did nothing but grumble at the sun, and 
wish that he would take himself off, as if he 
were not doing it at the rate of many thou- 
sand miles an hour ! He had made various 
unsuccessful attempts to gain admittance at a 
large bay window which opened on a garden 
glowing with exquisite flowers, whose per- 
fume filled the air with fragrance. The 
Venetian blinds are drawn down, so he cannot 
force an entrance ; but you and I may be 
more fortunate, gentle reader. 
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The name of this villa is Emerald Bank ; 
there is no use looking for it in the Malvern 
Advertiser^ for you will not find the name 
there, nor shall I tell you in what district it 
is situated. Had it been necessary to the 
understanding or appreciation of my story, 
I should have given you the most minute 
particulars — even told you the name of the 
landlady — possibly have even furnished you 
with her carte-de-visite — referred you to her 
parish register for the date of her birth, and 
the year of her marriage (if, indeed, she be 
married— a fact of which I am profoundly 
ignorant myself) ; but as it is not necessary, 
I shall give you no further particulars than 
what T choose, so there is no use talking about 
it. The room, into which we are peeping, is 
large and lofty, and is furnished with exquisite 
taste. How refreshing on such a day as this 
is the dark green, mossy-looking carpet, with 
here and there a large white water lily, the 
very idea of which makes you cool ; the paper 
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is white, a rich creamy white, with gold 
fleurs de lis over it ; the curtains are green, 
the same shade as the carpet ; they are 
scattered with gold fleurs de lis^ and are 
bordered with a broad etruscan pattern in 
gold ; over them are long muslin ones which 
are hung so as to fall across the window. 
At the other end of the room is another 
large window which opens into a conserva- 
tory. 

It is a blaze of floral beauty ; one end is 
devoted to ferns, and there is a fountain 
which is for ever throwing a stream of fresh 
water over them. How intensely green and 
cool they look ? they are not merely in pots ; 
but some of them have their roots planted in 
the wall; and there they grow as in their 
own rocks, and cover the whole sides 
of the place allotted them with a lovely 
mantle of exquisite beauty. There are 
flowers of every hue and every perfume. 
Flora seems to have kept her court there. 
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Baskets hang from the roof foil of lovely- 
creepers which hang down and wave like 
banners; the walls are entirely covered by 
rcses, heliotropes, clematis, passion-flowers, 
and numerous other exquisite plants. There 
are living beauties too— cages of brilliant 
birds are hung about, which look quite at 
home among flowers as bright as those in 
their own native lands. The room itself is a 
marvel of beautiful objects — there is china of 
the rarest description. Dresden figures stand 
on the mantel-piece, also a beautiful Louis 
XIV. clock graces it. There are mirrors from 
the ceiling to the floor — tables of inlaid marble 
covered with ohjets de gout of every kind. 
At either side of the bay-window stands a 
Sevres vase which would grace a palace ; and 
among the rarest articles is a splendid casket 
of old Chelsea china, and which has for its 
supporters two valuable pieces of Palissy 
ware, on which are lying in calm repose 
lobsters, who are supposed to be copies of 
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the identical lobster, which Madame Palissy 
laid violent hands on to convert into a 
salad. 

Now I am aware that there are litigious 
and contradictious persons who persist in the 
idea that the shell-fish in question really was 
sacrificed to the culinary designs of Madame 
Palissy; but I am prepared to nullify that 
proposition, and I think that circumstantial" 
evidence, at least, favours my theory ; for if 
the aforesaid lobster had fallen a victim to the 
gourmandize of the party in question, where 
and how was the design of the great potter 
carried out? where did he procure his model? 
Answer me that, ye who d'elight to throw a 
doubt on the most sacred relics of the past ? 
Nol depend on it; the lobster first sat for 
its picture, and then met the fate for which 
it was brought into being, and no doubt its 
flavour was peculiarly delightful to Mr. 
Palissy ; though it was ungrateful in the 
extreme thus to reward it. Had I been that 

B 5 
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ill-used lobster wouldn't I have brought on 
such a fit of indigestion, and stung his very 
soul with remorse ? but possibly lobsters are 
less spiteful than women. In the room — ^from 
which we have wandered during this brief dis- 
cussion — was assembled all that taste and 
wealth could procure ; it was the abode of one 
who lived much alone and found her whole 
occupations in a limited sphere — some invalid, 
whose health forbade much intercourse with 
the outer world, and who had therefore 
assembled round her all that could amuse 
and cheer a lonely but not necessarily a dull 
life. There were books, work, and flowers, 
all in endless variety ; gold fish gleamed in a 
large globe, and a Skye terrier with more 
than a usual amount of long hair lay on the 
rug, merely as a habit ; for he could scarcely 
have expected that there should have been a 
fire. 

The room, which was redolent with the 
perfume of fresh flowers, was so still that 
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there appeared no tenant of all this prodi- 
gality of luxury ; but on a sofa placed so as 
to command a view of the valley through the 
open window, reposed a woman past her 
^'premtirejeunesse]'^ but still beautiful. The 
bloom of youth had faded, but there is a 
spiritual beauty which Time cannot destroy. 
On some women the tints of Autumn glow 
with graces as attractive (though far different) 
as the beauties of Spring. Some hidden 
power still keeps the elixir of life glowing 
within. Such was Mrs. Douglas ; and as we 
look at her we think that no charm of youth 
could render her more lovely and loveable. 
Her hair was of that brilliant gold, aptly 
described as " woven sunbeams ; " that rare 
hue which does not easily turn to silver in 
the hands of the great alchemist, Age ; but 
retain sits colour unchanged long after the 
ebon locks of younger women are strewn with 
snow. She wears it gathered under a cap 
of costly lace — not an old woman's ugly, 
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dowdy cap ; but one such as one never saw on 
any other head but her own. Her dress is of 
the richest grey silk, trimmed with black lace. 
The body is square, and her neck, still snow- 
white and round as a young girl's — is covered, 
though not hidden, with a full chemisette of 
white net gathered in at the throat with a 
narrow band of black velvet. Her hands 
are beautiful, and glittering with rings. There 
is a look of expectant happiness on her face, 
the usual expression of which is sad ; not 
the pressure of a present sorrow, but the 
memory of a past grief; past, but still 
unforgotten; buried so deep, that its very 
existence is unknown, except in the grave 
that holds its mouldering relics- Her life 
had been one of peculiar trial. She had 
married when scarcely more than a child, a 
man to whom she was devotedly attached. 
He was handsome, refined, and clever ; but 
selfish, unprincipled, and dissipated. These 
three latter points were however dormant 
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during the period of love-making — it is a 
melancholy fact that the bad qualities usually 
are so during that time, while the good ones 
(and none are all evil) stand out in extra relief. 
This concave and convex position frequently 
changes places when the rose-coloured spec- 
tacles with which Cupid blinds the eyes of 
his victims are touched with the ring with 
which Hymen opens them. Of course 
there are exceptions to every rule, and some 
happy beings there are with whom love 
remains as an abiding guest, who 

** Keep him in rosy fetters bound, 
Nor ever let him use his wings." 

But this is the exception, not the rule. Very 
short time indeed was it before he spread his 

wings, and burst his rosy bonds and took 

flight, carrying with him the joy and the 

brightness of Mrs. Douglas's life. Her husband 

was passionately in love, she was devotedly 

attached, there lay the difierence ; one feeling 

could bear the wear and toil of every-day 
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life, the other was but a passing passion that 
soon cooled — a violent flame that burned 
itself out, and left nothing but ashes. Two 
or three years sufficed to work this change, 
and from an idol turned her to an object of 
utter indiflference in her husband's sight. 

This was painful enough, but it was not all. 
Not only was she dethroned in his heart, but 
another was exalted in her place — another 
whose one only superior claim consisted in her 
not being his wife. Of course there were 
plenty of well-meaning, plain-spoken friends, 
who thought it their duty to keep her au 
courant of all that went on ; who advised her 
to " show that she was not taken in or de- 
ceived " — fatal advice, had she followed it ; 
but young and inexperienced as she was in 
worldly wisdom, she felt that whatever a wife 
may know of a husband's misdoings, she 
should at all events aflPect profound ignorance. 
A man is seldom won back to a wife who has 
had the fatal imprudence to allow him to see 
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that she knows how far he has wandered from 
her. I do not say that men are to follow this 
rule, and willingly to blind themselves, but 
men and women are not bound by the same 
code of laws, nor are they to judge each other 
alike, or to be judged by the same rules — 
such is the world's verdict — therefore, dear 
reader, if you are a woman, take the advice 
of an old and worthy friend of mine, who 
had three times entered the holy estate of 
matrimony — '' open your eyes as wide as 
you can before marriage, shut them as close 
as you can after.'' 

Excellent advice which I hope my female 
friends may profit by. Some kind fairy ap- 
peared to have whispered it into Mrs. 
Douglas's ears, therefore it was that she ignored 
her husband's ill deeds, and showed a great 
want of spirit, her friends thought. Happily 
Bhe had a child, a son, so she was not left 
without some object to love. Her heart, 
whose current of affection haA been thrown 
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back in one direction, was doubly capable of 
loving in the other; therefore on her little 
Eeginald was all her love bestowed. There 
she had no rival — ^there she could meet no 
disappointment. An only son is generally an 
object of pride and love to a father — at all 
events, till he begins to be of a troublesome 
and inconvenient age — an age when he re- 
quires an allowance, insists upon hunting, has 
acquaintances in the shape of " duns,'' draws 
bilJs, flies kites (alas no longer the kitea of 
childhood 1 ) ; but poor Reginald very early 
ceased to be an object of pleasure to his 
father. In the first place he considered 
himself extremely ill-used that the child took 
after his mother's family, and had blue eyes 
and light hair. For generations the Douglas's 
of Henleigh Castle had been dark ; indeed to 
judge from the family pictures which abounded 
in the house, they must have been as black 
and ugly a lot as ever frowned out of gilded 
frames ; but as they were his ancestors, of 
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course they were just the correct thing. Had 
they been bom for generations with two heads 
or three noses, no doubt he would have been 
just as angry and ill-treated because his son 
and heir presumed to come into the world 
without these little peculiarities. 

Few fathers would have wished for a finer 
or lovelier child than Eeginald ; nor have 
thought him a degenerate scion. Who could 
wish any change in those beautiful dark blue 
eyes, with long black eyelashes sweeping his 
cheeks, those lovely clustering curls of the 
brightest chesnut ? There was the old 
Marquis of Doncaster, his next neighbour, who 
would have given twenty years of his princely 
income for such a boy at his childless hearth. 
How he used to open his eyes in wonder at 
the indifference of his father — used to lecture 
him about it, and finish by saying, " Why you 
ought to be down on your knees all day long, 
thanking God for giving you such a son 1 " and 
the poor old man would go home very sad to 



18 A HEART TWICE WON. 

his splendid castle, and wonder why blessings 
are given to those who value them not, and 
withheld from those whose whole life is spent 
in a vain longing for them. There was only 
one person in the world who did not appreciate 
the boy — his own father ! and as years passed 
on, the indiflference became dislike, and the 
dislike aversion. 

The most charitable solution to this — and 
other parts of Mr. Douglas's conduct — was, 
that the insanity which had shown itself in a 
distant branch of his family, might account 
for the strange and unnatural dislike which 
he showed. At last matters came to a crisis ; 
he was often absent for weeks, during which 
time a few cold, brief lines were all that he 
vouchsafed to honour his wife with ; — but she 
knew that he was not alone — that the devo- 
tion, the passionate love, which were once 
hers and hers only — were transferred; — 
that he worshipped at another shrine, not the 
pure, holy one, where his incense was once 
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oflfered. So one day the final blow was 
struck — it had long been coming — the sword 
had long been hanging by a single hair — she 
saw it not, but she felt the shadow of a 
coming evil ; but the foreknowledge did not 
prepare her for the actual reality. One day, 
when playing with Reginald in the large hall 
where she used to indulge him with a game 
of romps when lessons and the morning 
duties were over, a letter was brought to 
her. The child's face was over-cjouded in a 
moment, " Oh !" he exclaimed, " that's from 
papa; I know the big seal with the lions 
jumping upon it, I hope he won't come to- 
day, for then you won't drink tea with me, 
and Dawson never gives me jam when papa's 
here ; and she's got such a lovely pot of plum 
jam for you and me to-night, and now we 
can't have it 1" and the thought of his pro- 
mised treat being lost was too much for his 
young mind, and he almost cried. But his 
mother had opened her husband's letter, and 
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was far removed from the spere of plum jam, 
and her child's distress was unnoticed. The 
letter ran as follows — 

"My Dear Adela, — 

" I have long been considering 
how I could best secure both your happiness 
and my own, both of which, I feel assured, 
cannot be preserved by our longer continuing 
to live together. Ten years is a long period 
for two people to pass in each other's society, 
especially when the tie which unites them is 
that of marriage — a relationship which sooner 
becomes wearisome than any other ; there- 
fore, I have come to the conclusion that a 
separation is absolutely necessary, as from 
circumstances it is impossible that we should 
derive any pleasure from each other's pre- 
sence and society. Reginald is ' yet so young 
that I do not consider him old enough to go 
to school ; so for the next two years I shall 
leave him under your care. I trust that you 
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will value this mark of my consideration for 
your comfort. It has been always the cus- 
tom in my family that the sons should be 
educated at Eton, and as both my father and 
myself entered it on our tenth birthdays, I 
shall, of course, send my son there at the 
same age. I much regret the total want of 
resemblance to my family, which, I fear, ex- 
tends to his moral, as well as to his physical, 
being. It is, indeed, disappointing to a man 
who has but one son, not to be able to trace 
in any one feature, either of mind or body, 
any likeness to the long line of ancestors 
whose portraits decorate the walls of his 
house. But it is useless to refer to this 
matter, as I have often been surprised to see 
how little you appear to share my feelings on 
the subject. You know my dislike to scenes; 
it is a peculiarity of my family ; therefore, I 
wish to avoid a leave-taking, which is a thing 
I particularly dislike. I should wish you to 
reside somewhere in the neighbourhood of 
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London, but will leave the selection of the 
place itself to you. I have told several 
people that your health obliges you to leave 
Yorkshire — ^you will be kind enough to en- 
courage this idea. Any business matters 
can be transacted through my solicitor, Mr. 
Benson, through whom your allowance (five 
hundred a year, in addition to your settle- 
ment of fifteen hundred a year) will be paid. 
I trust that you will consider this a sufficiently 
liberal provision. I shall be glad to hear of 
your being comfortably settled, but I think 
under the circumstances, that a correspon- 
dence between us would be productive of 
neither pleasure nor profit. I have a good 
deal of business on hand, therefore will add 
no more. 

" Yours affectionately, 

" Arthur M. Douglas." 

This heartless production, which had cost 
her husband a vast deal of trouble to con- 
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coct, dropped from his wife's trembling 
hands. At last the end had come — the 
divorce was pronounced ; she had no longer 
a possibility of blinding herself to the facts. 
There it lay in black and white before her 
eyes ; not words spoken in an angry moment 
-but written coldly, heartlessly. She had 
but one course to pursue, to leave her hus- 
band's house; the home to which he had 
brought her but ten short years before, to 
which every tender tie bound her — the birth- 
place of her child — where he had grown up 
by her side — the rooms which were haunted 
by his presence, which had rung with his 
happy childhood's laugh — the old staircase 
where he used to ride down the bannisters. 
There, too, were still holier memories — the 
grave of her other child — who had only 
opened its eyes in this world to close them 
for ever — her infant Adela, whose tiny coffin 
was deposited in the vault beneath the old 
tower, which joined one wing of the castle. 
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To leave such a spot was to suffer a second 

separation. She covered her face with her 

hands, and went over all this in her mind's 

eye ; but Eeginald, who had hurried to his 

nurse to pour into her sympathising bosom 

i all his hopes and fears relative to the ap- 

I pearance of his father, and the non-ap- 

b pearance of his beloved jam, and had re- 

j ceived comforting information on the subject, 

was soon back at his mother's side. 

"Don't cry, mama ; I don't think he'll 
come before tea, and there's cakes too as well 
as jam I 

At any other time his mother would have 
smiled at this strange idea of consolation; 
but she only sighed as she thought how un- 
natural was the feeling the child had to its 
father, and what depths of deception might he 
not fall into to avoid his harsh conduct. 

" Ah, my darling !" she said, '* why haven't 
you your father's eyes, and then perhaps he 
would love you?" 
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" But I don't want his eyes ; I like yours 
best/' persisted he. 

" But wouldn't you like to have eyes like 
all those fine gentlemen there?" said his 
mother. 

*' No ; I hate all those nasty old black men 
up on the walls. My dirty old grandfathers." 
Thus irreverently did he allude to the long 
line of ancestry. " I'm sure they never 
washed their faces. Do you know what I 
did the other day to that nasty old grand- 
father with the blue pinafore ?" This was 
such a gorgeous old courtier in a magnificent 
court dress, whose splendid blue brocade 
waistcoat this shocking child actually stigma- 
tised as a pinafore. " I washed his dirty old 
face for him. I got Dawson to lift me up, 
and she thought I wanted to kiss him, and I 
spit in his face, right into his eye, such a shot, 
mama ; but" (he added with a sigh), " I shan't 
be able to do that again till I'm a big — big 
man, for Dawson says she'll never lift me up 
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again ; but when I'm a man Til spit in all 
their dirty faces every morning. I've counted 
them all — twenty-one old grandfathers to spit 
at every day!'' and he capered about with 
delight at the bare idea of subjecting these 
"potent, grave,and reverent seigneurs'' to such 
an indignity, and seemed to think it odd that 
his mother did not seem to enjoy the prospect ; 
but what to an uninterested person would 
have been a source of amusement only filled 
her heart with sorrow. 

*'It is better," she sighed, "to bear any 
separation than see my child grow up with 
such a hatred to anything that seems as- 
sociated with his father. Absence may 
perhaps soften him to the child, and, as for 
Reginald, he is too young to carry away any 
serious recollection of unkindness." 

She was reconciled to her husband's cruel 
determination, for she foresaw what terrible 
evils would arise from the father's harshness, 
when the son should be old enough to see his 
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injustice. It was a sad task to say farewell 
to all the poor people among whom she had 
" gone about doing good " ever since she had 
come among them j then there were the ser- 
vants, all attached to her, and adoring the 
" young master." Her lips refused to tell the 
untruth which her husband desired might be 
spread abroad ; still less could she bring her« 
self to give the real reason ; so she was obliged 
to say that her husband wished her to live for 
some time near London. But the lower orders 
are very sharp occasionally (especially when 
you wish them to be the reverse), and she 
sa^ plainly enough that the real reason was 
known to most of them ; indeed, one or two^ 
more far-seeing, more indignant, and less 
delicate than the rest, dropped hints that she 
herself had for one moment harboured, and 
then banished as impossible. 

At last the day anived, and with many 
tears and sad farewells and blessings, the 
mother and her son left the home, where one 
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of them had passed years of mingled joys and 
sorrows, and where the young life of the other 
had been entirely spent. Eeginald was in 
high spirits ; he had never travelled by rail- 
way before, and for several days had tor- 
mented the whole establishment with incessant 
inquiries as to the properties of steam, and 
had only been silenced by the cook's carrying 
him into the back kitchen, and threatening to 
give him a practical lesson on its properties 
by dropping him into the large boiler. Then 
he had a large travelling basket, which was 
carried by himself and Dawson, filled with 
cakes and other choice comestibles, the pack- 
ing of which he had himself superintended, 
and which contained the largest sized pot of 
plum jam that the store-room possessed. His 
happiness had nearly been too much for him 
when the footman (whom he had kissed, and 
to whom he had given half-a-crown out of 
his own red velvet purse) had actually volun- 
teered to lift him to spit for the last time (this 
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idea made him almost melancholy !) at all his 
detested ancestry ; and had even gone so far 
as to bring the step-ladder to enable him to 
reach one old fellow, whose station was more 
exalted than his brethren. There was only 
one picture among the goodly company, to 
whom he was not allowed to pay this parting 
tribute ; but John had learnt the fifth com- 
mandment, and would not allow the child to 
break it. But when the carriage was out of 
sight he returned to this particular portrait, 
and thus addressed it : — 

" No, you old sinner, I wouldn't allow your 
hinnocent child to do it, for his sake and poor 
missus's ; but you're no father of mine, thank 
God, so I'll just do it for Master Eeginald's 
sake," and he deluged the unconscious por- 
trait of his high and mighty master with the 
full contents of his mouth, only regretting that 
his catechism wouldn't allow him the satis- 
faction of having done it before the boy. 

Mrs. Douglas and Reginald were soon settled 
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in a lovely cottage near Eichmond, and very 
happy was the boy's life, with no father to be 
for ever finding fault with him, and to be 
eternally bewailing his un-Douglas like ap- 
pearance. He seldom spoke of him, and 
though he sometimes wondered why no letter 
ever came to his mother with the well known 
*' big lions jumping on the seal'' (you see he 
had not much respect for heraldry, thus to 
speak of the " lions rampant," which were 
the arms of the family, indeed his organs of 
veneration were slightly developed altogether); 
he had been so much accustomed to associate 
his father's letters with his mother's consequent 
depression, that he was delighted that the cor- 
respondence had ceased. Very pleasant was 
his young bright life I what happy associations 
and memories he carried through his whole 
future years, of the joys of his childhood ! His 
walks by the banks of the lovely Thames, the 
occasional boating expeditions he and his 
mother and their faithful nurse Dawson made 
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upon its peaceful waters, when he was al- 
lowed to hold with his own hands the helm. 
These were proud moments, days marked with 
a white stone in the annals of his life. Then 
what excursions the trio made to Hampton 
Court, to Kew, to the Tower, to the British 
Museum, and every other place which could 
afford amusement or instruction. Once was 
he actually allowed to accompany some 
friends to see a pantomime ; this was a treat 
talked of weeks before, and raved of^ and 
dreamed of for weeks after. 

He went to a day school about a mile off, 
where he was very happy in other boys' 
society. He rode there each morning on the 
most delightful of white ponies, with the most 
marvellous display of tail and mane, which 
were the wonder and admiration of all his 
schoolfellows, and galloped home on him 
every evening at four. Thus two years passed 
away ; not one line had his mother received 
from her husband since those he had written 
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to her with his cruel determination expressed 
so coldly, so heartlessly ; but still, she hoped 
on. Ah I how small a thing will nourish hope 
in a woman's loving heart ! still in spite of 
silence, of absence, of all the wretched nimours 
that had occasionally reached her, still she 
did not despair that one day all might be well, 
and she might meet again the husband of her 
youth. He had neglected, forsaken, forgotten 
her, but the day might yet come when he 
might return to his allegiance, and love her 
once again. Sad were the tales that she could 
not help hearing of all that had taken place 
in that home, from whence, like Hagar with 
her Ishmael, she had been driven forth. 

But a few weeks had passed before the 
house was again tenanted ; a woman again 
inhabited the rooms which had been graced 
for so many years by her presence ; 
children's voices sounded through the long 
corridors and galleries of that noble old castle ; 
children played in the old hall under the 
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frowning aspect of .the " long line of ances- 
tors/' who looked blacker than ever, and 
seemed to denounce the desecration and pol- 
lution that reigned there. Only two rooms in 
the whole mansion still remained consecrated 
to the pure and holy memory of her whose 
image was enshrined there. Mr, Douglas had 
fitted up for his wife in those early days now 
past for ever, when every thought of his 
heart was devoted to her happiness, two 
lovely rooms, filled with everything that he 
could select that was beautiful; these she 
had inhabited, and into these apartments no 
other foot but her own should come. The 
day after his return, he visited these rooms 
alone. 

All remained as his wife had left it. There 
hung her portrait, taken in the first days of 
their love, fair and blooming, but even to his 
altered eyes less lovely than now. A thou- 
sand tender memories were aroused at the 
sight ; for one moment he regretted what he 
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had done — wished it undone — but it was 
too late ! Too late 1 — ^is there one human 
being from whom those fatal words have 
never broken, in the anguish of a momentary 
if not lasting regret? They are words 
which have gone up with "an exceeding 
great and bitter cry" from sorrowing, sinning, 
suffering earth since time began ; they 
are words which must be echoed back from 
angiiish-stricken, remorseful souls till time 
shall cease, and shall carry their wail into 
eternity ; but even eternity itself will not be 
long enough to realize them. In that room, 
still haunted by the sacred presence of his 
wife, which shed a halo over the past, there 
was one last chance, one ** forlorn hope*' af- 
forded to the erring husband of retracing his 
path. But one visible form is there of flesh 
and blood, but of the " millions of spiritual 
beings" who '^ walk the earth unseen, both 
when we wake and when we sleep," — two 
are watching the result of the momentary 
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awakening of that " conscience" which makes 
cowards of us all. On one side stands the 
good angel, hope glowing in his eyes, watch- 
ing the issue of the conflict. It is a moment 
fraught with tremendous interests — ^interests 
on which eternity may depend. For one in- 
stant the chances seem even ; the balance is 
trembling ; into which scale is the final deci- 
sion to be thrown ? There is a hesitation — ^a 
wavering— the pen of the recording angel has 
not yet made the entry ; there is time, there 
is opportunity, there is hope. 

Suddenly the angel of evil steps forward, 
lays his unseen, but oh I how fatally power- 
ful, hand on his shoulders, places his accursed 
lips to his ears, and utters the fatal words, 
" Too late." It is done, the day of grace is 
past, the last opportunity disregarded. The 
angel of good spreads his snowy wings, and 
leaves the polluted house for ever. Mr. 
Douglas took care never again to expose him- 
self to the recurrence of such a struggle in 
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his mind ; neither would he allow any one 
else, to enter those rooms. There was some 
nnconfessed feeling, which he would not have 
avowed to any one, scarcely even to himself, 
which shrank from seeing another, though 
that other had supplanted her, occupying her 
rooms. There was a feeling of reverence to 
her, though no longer of love ; the former he 
could not deprive her of. A man's love is 
his own to give or recall, not so that which 
is the highest, purest, most spiritual part of 
love, that once bestowed cannot be recalled ; 
from that position no woman can be dethroned ; 
it must be abdicated, her own act and deed 
must un-queen her. His homage was in- 
voluntary; but he could not help himself. 
So he was firm on this point, and in spite of 
Fatima's tears, black looks, and a threatened 
fit of hysterics, Bluebeard locked the door, in 
which he had hidden, not the bodies of his 
murdered wives, but the sainted presence of 
the ghost of his living, but to him dead wife ; 



A HEART TWICE WON. 37 

and Fatima's charms and persuasions failed to 
get it from him. But there was soon to be 
an end to all this. 

It is written that '^ The triumphing of the 
wicked is short/' and a day of retribution was 
at hand, a day when those fatal words " Too 
late 1" should again come from the lips which 
had once uttered them at a time when there 
was yet hope ; now they were awfully true. 
Mrs. Douglas had been very ill, with inflam- 
mation of the lungs ; she was now better, and 
had got over the extreme danger, which at 
first threatened her ; but she was still very 
weak, and her doctor forbade the slightest 
exertion, or excitement, either of which might 
produce the worst consequences. She had 
been allowed to leave her room, and was 
lying on a sofa, in the drawing-room. She 
was alone, for Eeginald had been permitted 
to remain for some hours longer than usual 
at school, where there was a /^fe, in honour of 
the birth-day of his master's only son ; she felt 
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sad and miserable; she had been recalling 
the years of her married life ; their first 
intense happiness, their gradual decay, till 
they had ended in coldness, cruelty, and 
insult. 

It was a hard fate ; young, beautiful, with 
a deep and unalterable affection to her 
husband, unchilled by years of indifference 
and of unfaithfulness, unchanged by absence ; 
with a hope, almost dead but still undying in 
her heart ; a hope, which had not sufficient 
power to cheer, but still was strong enough 
to prevent her forgetting; hope that by a 
strange contradiction was more a painful 
memory ; it could not brighten her future, 
but it prevented her ever finding repose or 
happiness in her present. Tears stood in her 
lovely eyes ; her thin white hands were clasped 
together ; on one of them shone the ring which 
was all that seemed left of her married life, 
that fatal emblem of both joys and miseries ; 
its brightness and colour were undimmed, 
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where, alas 1 were the brightness and joy of 
her existence? 

"Ah I" she said. "This weary watching, 
this waiting, will it never end r 

Be patient, gentle watcher, the end has 
come ; not the end for which your loving heart 
yearned, not the long hoped for renewal of 
the days of love and happiness ; they are 
dead for ever, but the end of uncertainty, of 
suspense, worse, and more trying than the 
most wretched fate once pronounced ; then 
courage and fortitude can lend their aid, the 
worst is known, and time, the great healer, 
brings his balm ; but there is no balm that 
can soothe the wound constantly irritated and 
kept open. 

Was it a " presentiment" of some coming 
blow, some "coming event that cast its 
shadow before it," that made her turn deadly 
pale ; and sent a cold chill to her heart, as 
she took from the hands of her maid the letter 
which the evening's post had just brought her. 
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It was only the same well-known hand that 
periodically sent her remittances of money ; 
and informed her of little local news, that the 
writer, a kind old man, her husband's soli- 
tor, who lived in the village of Henleigh, 
thought might interest, or amuse her ; but, 
as her weak and trembling fingers broke 
the seal, she felt that that letter contained 
some fatal intelligence. It was as follows : — 

*^My Dear Mrs. Douglas, — 

** It is with much pain that 
I fulfil the distressing task of conveying to 
you the intelligence of your husband's most 
serious illness — an illness which must end 
fatally in a few days. He has been thrown 
from his horse, and dreadfully injured. I 
entreat you to forget the past, and to lose no 
time in hastening to him. I cannot hide from 
you that some months since, he was induced 
to make a will, disinheriting your child. Mr. 
Douglas's father had some years before his 
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death, with his concurrence, cut oflf the entail, 
therefore everything is at his own disposal. 
As yet, that will is not signed, therefore, of 
course, invalid; but I know that influence 
the most dangerous is at work, I shall keep 
vigilant watch over your son's interest, but 
still I implore you to lose no time in coming, 
and above all, bring the boy. I hope much 
from your husband's seeing him ; he cannot, 
I feel convinced, die without repairing the 
injuries he has done him. I have calculated 
the trains you will probably leave by, and 
will send to the station accordingly, and will 
be on the watch for your arrival. I scarcely 
leave the house, and when obliged to do so, 
my brother-in-law. Dr. Croome, is here, so I 
trust that, between us both, we may avert the 
evil. 

" I remain, yours sincerely, 

"Alfred Benson." 

Not a moment was to be lost, she was ill. 
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and this fatal news had almost paralysed her ; 
but what was her health, her life itself, when 
her husband lay on his death-bed, and her 
child's best interests were at stake ? Either 
consideration was sufficient to fix her deter- 
mination ; happily there was no opposing 
claim •, both summoned her to the same spot 
Oh if she were too late 1 Oh, if he had gone 
before she saw him once more, before their 
final separation on earth 1 The bare idea was 
agony. 

While she was collecting her strength for 
the altercation which she knew would take 
place between herself and Dawson, the doctor 
called ; he found her feverish, excited, and 
flushed ; he ordered her instantly to bed, 
recommended extreme quiet, and hurried home 
to make up a composing draught. No sooner 
had the sound of his carriage wheels died 
away, than she summoned up all her strength 
and energy — not a very large supply in her 
present state— and ringing for Dawson, she 
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put the letter into her hands without a word 
of comment. The poor woman fidgetted, and 
read the letter over again to gain time to 
decide. 

" Well, Dawson," said her mistress, " am I 
to go alone, or will you come with me to save 
my son from beggary ? " 

Now this was a chef dlomvre of policy — 
(most women have a little talent for it ; what 
a pity they cannot be Prime Ministers, and 
make use of the gift I) and struck home at 
once to Dawson's heartj who perfectly adored 
the child. 

Had Mrs. Douglas talked of her wish to 
see her dying husband, whom the good nurse 
hated, as she considered herself in duty bound 
to do, she would have opposed it might and 
main ; so her mistress ignored that part of the 
subject and only spoke of the child ; besides 
she saw that opposition was useless, so there 
was nothing for it but to make the arrange- 
ments as quickly as possible. Mrs. Douglas 
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wrote a few hurried lines to the doctor, telling 
hira of her journey, and told the housekeeper 
that, mad as thej all might think her, she 
must go, and trust that she would be none the 
worse for what was a duty that must be ful- 
filled (a trust that the housekeeper did not at 
all sharo)« So a fly was sent for, and when 
the boy arrived with the composing draught, 
to bo taken immediately, he was presented 
with the note, with which he hurried back to 
his master, who thinking that delirium had 
auddenly set in, in a patient whom not an 
hoxir befbre he had ordered to bed, in the 
i\\\\ m>tiei)>ation of another attack of inflamma- 
tion of the lung^ ordered his carriage and 
to)>^ i>ff to the Qreat Northern Station, and 
arrivtHl a« the train m$hed off, bearing Mrs. 
IVmv)jU*| l>aw^\i\ aiul Beginald, which latter 
K^d b^u d^'H^!^) off in the midst of snap- 
di'H^xm^ »v^ that hU fing<»rs were all gleaming 
wUK a i^v^^i^^oi'i^^ app^sgurauc^" when he arrived 
at iK^ «tali\vn^ Th^^y had brought heaps of 
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warm wraps for him, and scarcely anytluDg 
was visible, but the tip of his nose, so covered 
was he with comforters, great coats, and to 
finish up with a crimson knitted hood was 
tied by Dawson over his head. 

It was a cold night, there was a deep snow 
on the line, but Mrs. Douglas heeded it not, 
except when a fellow traveller suggested the 
possibility of the train being unable to pro- 
ceed, but, happily,these surmises did not prove 
correct. 

After a long, weary journey, they reached 
the station, which was about three miles from 
Henleigh. The carriage was not there, Mr. 
Benson had been as much puzzled with Brad- 
shaw as most people are now-a-days ; he had 
sent the carriage to the last train, by which it 
was a moral impossibility, that the travellers 
could have come, and had given orders for the 
next train, but had totally ignored the existence 
of this one, so there they found themselves at a 
wretched little station, with no fire in the 
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miserable poky hole dignified by the title of 
" waitmg.room." The only possibility of 
getting on, was to take the one conveyance 
which was there, a wretched looking fly, with 
a horse and driver all in perfect keeping. The 
station-master suggested sending a messenger 
to the castle for the carriage, but every moment 
was precious, and they got into their miserable 
vehicle. One of the windows was broken, 
and in compliment to this peculiarity, the 
other declined to draw up. There was a 
mingled odour of damp straw, with which 
the bottom of this villanous machine was 
covered, and stale tobacco — a compound 
perfume of the most abominable description ; 
but still it was locomotive, and however slow 
its progress, it was some consolation to feel 
that they were gi-adually approaching their 
destination. 

At last they entered the great gates. There 
were the big lions jumping, but Reginald was 
too tired and too cold to chaff them as in old 
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times. Slowly they toiled along the avenue, 
the wretched horse requiring incessant appli- 
cation of the whip to induce it to go on at 
all. At length they stopped beneath the portico. 
A great dread fell over the poor wife's heart. 
What if all were over I but Dawson cast one 
look at the windows, and whispered "thank 
God, we're in time, the blinds are not down I" 
Slowly and painfully the wife, so long a 
widow in fact, so soon to be one in reality, 
mounted the flight of steps which led up to 
the hall door. Oh I what painful memories 
rushed across her — how distinctly she recol- 
lected every little circumstance of her first 
arrival a happy bride — how her husband had 
carried her up those stairs in his arms I — ^how 
the doors had flung open ; how the servants 
had crowded to welcome her I How well she 
remembered the dance before the hall door, 
when the tenants had clamoured to see 
the new bride 1 — how her husband had led her 
out blushingand trembling — how he had made 
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a speech, 4)raismg her up to the skies and 
running himself down (as is the custom of 
bridegrooms 1 ) expatiating on his unworthi- 
ness to possess such a treasure, (the truest 
remark he ever made, by the way 1 ) All this 
rushed back with tenible vividness — now all 
was changed ! She, who had been brought 
home a beloved and honoured bride, now stood 
trembling at the door of her husband's house 
— ^her own house, for had he not endowed her 
with all his worldly goods? — (words in my 
humble opinion had much better be obliterated 
from the marriage service, as only entailing 
something akin to perjury on the bridegroom's 
part!) She did not even feel sure that she 
should be admitted ; there were those in that 
house whose interest it was to prevent a re- 
conciliation between her and her husband. 

Cold, weary, ill in mind and body, scarcely 
recovered from a dangerous illness, she felt 
herself gradually getting weaker as she leaned 
against the door for support : only the thought 
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of her child nerved her for the coming trial, 
but that thought gave strength to her fast- 
ebbing powers. 

At last bolts creaked, and bars were let 
down with a clanging noise that contrasted 
painfully with the dead silence that reigned 
around. The massive doors swung open, and 
to her intense relief, her friend Mr. Benson 
drew her into the hall. "Am I in time?" 
she said, in a strange unnatural voice ? The 
words which first rose to her trembling lips. 

"Is he alive ? " she could not utter. 

" He is sinking fast, but is sensible ; morti- 
fication has set in, so he is easy and free from 
pain," replied he. " He half expected you I 
am sure, though he has not mentioned your 
name, but he heard the sound of wheels, and 
desired me to see who had arrived. You had 
better come at once, but leave the boy here." 

Keginald was standing shivering near his 
mother ; he was looking round the hall, and 
thinking that two years had not much changed 
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Ms old grandfathers, but he showed no dis- 
position to assault them, for he felt awed, and 
the shadow of death which hung over the 
house, had chilled his young heart. Mr. 
Benson ushered him and Dawson into the 
dining-room, where a huge fire blazed on the 
hearth, and where refi'eshments had been 
prepared for the travellers, and then gave his 
arm to assist Mrs. Douglas up stairs, but a 
fear seemed to arrest her for a moment, a deep 
and burning blush covered her pale cheeks, 
and in a low trembling tone she whispered, 
« Is he alone ? " 

The lawyer knew what was passing through 
her mind, and whom it was that she dreaded 
to meet, who might even dispute her entrance 
to the room where her own husband lay on 
his death-bed. " You will see no one," he 
replied, " the woman whom you fear to meet, 
is fortunately too ill to leave her room ; not 
from grief," he added sarcastically, "but 
because she knows that her reign is over , 



A HEABT TWICE WON. 51 

there have been terrible scenes here lately ; 
a curse has hung over this house since you 
left it ; even had not this fatal accident put 
an end to it, I do not think that matters could 
have much longer remained as they were ; 
this will, which your husband has refused to 
sign, has been the principal cause of conten- 
tion, and of course, if it is not signed, she and 
her children are beg-gars." 

" Never," said Mrs. Douglas ; " I will see 
that ample provision is made for them all." 

" Spoken like yourself," said the old man, 
warmly ; " you will indeed, be heaping coals 
of fire on her head." 

By this time they had mounted the stairs, 
and traversed the long corridor which led to 
a gallery, on which the principal bed-rooms 
opened. They paused at one of the doors. 
Mr. Benson opened it, and signing to her to 
enter alone, he retired to wait till the first 
few moments of that solemn interview should 
be over. Thus they met, after an interval of 

D 2 
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two years — the guilty husband, whose life 
was fast ebbing into eternity ; whose sands 
were almost run out; and the injured, for- 
saken wife; it was a solemn and awful 
moment; the memories of a whole life 
rushed in an instant across both their souls, 
as they gazed on each other. The wife, un- 
altered although looking ill and weary; a 
momentary flush lent to her cheeks the bloom 
of health, and gave brilliancy to her eyes ; 
but the husband — oh, what an awful change 
was on the death-stricken countenance ! The 
eyes looked sunken, the features wore that 
pinched and peculiar expression with which 
Death stamps those whom he claims as his 
own ; that look which never fails to convey 
the terrible truth to those who see it, more 
convincingly than the spoken sentence of the 
physician. There was a ghastly pallor on 
the face, which was made more startling 
from a deep wound in the forehead, from 
which the bandage had half fallen, and from 
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which a few drops of blood flowed; the 
hands which lay on the coverlet wore the 
dead blue look of approaching dissolution. 
No one could look on the whole appearance 
of the sick man, and doubt that a few more 
hours were all that he had to call his own. 
His wife had prepared herself to see a change, 
but not such as now met her eyes. It sent 
the blood from her heart, for the truth was 
now before her — hope, now, for the first time, 
died — that look destroyed it for ever ; it had 
long burned on, a flickering, feeble flame, 
never quite extinguished, but only just alive ; 
but at this moment she felt as if a cold hand 
had touched it, and it was dead. She felt 
how short the time was, that she could keep 
her husband, and in a moment she was on 
her knees by the bedside, covering that cold, 
pale hand with kisses. 

" Oh ! Arthur ; is it thus we meet again ?" 
she cried, with streaming eyes. 

" Yes," he said ; '' we meet only for a 
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longer parting ; but death can hardly separate 
us more." There was a long silence ; but he 
was holding her hand in his with the little 
strength he still possessed. In this last hour 
he had returned to his first love ; there was 
neither thought nor consideration of any 
other ; the wife of his youtt ; the good angel 
whom he had driven from his house ; she and 
she alone had power over him now. But the 
moments were flying, and the good lawyer 
knew that at such a time, when her husband 
was hurrying into eternity, his wife would 
shrink from the subject which was so im- 
portant. Was the will signed or not? he 
fancied not ; he hoped not ; but he could not 
leave such a matter doubtful. The child's 
interests were at stake ; he had a duty to 
perform, and he would not shrink from it. 
So taking two or three turns along the 
gallery, and after clearing his throat once or 
twice, and taking an extra pinch of snuff, he 
made a great effort, and opening the door, he 
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stepped to the dying man's side. His eyes 
were closed, and he breathed painfully ; the 
excitement had considerably weakened his 
little remaining strength, and there was an 
alarming change. His head was pillowed on 
his wife's breast, and her arms were round 
him. On her face there was a look of angelic 
happiness. He was fast drifting into another 
world ; but she forgot that, in the one blissful 
feeling of being once more with him. Her 
heart at that moment seemed incapable of 
more than one feeling ; and that feeling was 
happiness. It was happiness to be expiated 
by a double misery afterwards ; but she was 
content to suflfer in future, if she might enjoy 
now, and for a few moments forget in the 
present, the wretchedness in store for her. 
The good old lawyer felt something 
like a tear gather in his eyes while he looked 
on the scene, but he forced himself to break 
the spell, and in his usual straight-forward 
manner he said — 
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"Time is precious, my friend; have you 
signed that will which you employed me to 
draw up some months since, in which you 
disinherited your legitimate son ?" 

There was a momentary pause, and then 
he said — 

" I have signed it." 

" Then I charge you solemnly/' said Mr. 
Benson, " as you must in a few hours stand 
before your God, not to go to your grave 
with such a crime on your soul." 

Mrs. Douglas was too much agitated to say 
anything; she had been brought back so 
suddenly from her momentary forgetfulness 

of earthly things, that she was unable to utter 

II 

I one word. At this moment Reginald's good 

angel appeared to have suggested to him that 
his ftiture fortunes were hanging upon a thread; 
for tired of remaining so long without his 
mother, he left Dawson, who was too busily 
engaged in a conversation with her old ac- 
quaintance, John, to notice his departure, and 
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hurrying across the hall, simply shaking his 
fist ominously at the old grandfather in blue, 
he sped up the stairs, across the corridor, and 
into the gallery. Surely it was his guardian- 
angel who guided him to the door of the room ! 
He paused for a moment, and then in he 
went. 

The day had been dark and gloomy, but at 
that moment the clouds dispersed, and one 
bright, glorious sun-beam shone into the room 
of death. It caught the child as he stood at 
the door, and enveloped him with a blaze of 
sunshine, lighting up his face, and shedding a 
halo over him. He still wore the black velvet 
suit which he had put on for the school-fete 
the preceding evening ; his hair, in long 
curls over his neck, was as bright as the sun 
which was gilding it. It was a lovely picture 
— innocence coming to plead its own cause. 
The sight went to the father's heart ; the voice 
of nature, long silent in both bosoms, spoke 

at last, — 
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** The deepest ice that ever froze 
Can only o*er the surface close, 
The living stream lies quick below, 
And flows — and cannot cease to flow. 
Still was each seal*d up bosom haunted 
Bj thoughts that Nature had implanted. 
Too deeply rooted there, to vanish." 

The frozen streams thawed at last. The 
father stretched out his arms, and in a moment 
the child was clasped in an embrace as strong 
as his fast failing strength would allow. Mr. 
Benson saw that all was now right ; he had 
prepared all that was necessary, the previous 
will was solemnly cancelled, and justice was 
done to the claims of the rightful heir. In a 
few hours Mr. Douglas became unconscious, 
and before night he had breathed his last in 
the arms of his wife ; and the child had fallen 
asleep on his father's death-bed. As soon as 
the excitement of these overpowering scenes 
had past, the bodily illness, which had for the 
time yielded to the mental pressure, re-asserted 
its claims, and on the day that her husband 
was laid in his last, long home, his widow's 
life was despaired of. 
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For some time it appeared but too probable 
that Eeginald would be doubly an orphan. 
For days, life and death, struggled for the 
mastery. Both mind and body had been over 
tasked and were utterly prostrated, but at last 
youth, that best assistant to the physician, 
carried the day, and slowly the invalid re- 
turned to health; but it was many weeks 
before she was able to leave her room, and 
the illness left a weakness in her limbs, that 
for life prevented her walking without assis- 
tance. 

Long did she mourn over the departed 
happiness of her life ; her sun had risen 
without a cloud, but at noon it had gone down, 
the best portion had been spent under the 
shadow of the cloud which neglect and in- 
diflference had thrown over her heart; but 
there had been one short — oh ! how short — 
break in her sky, and at eventide it had 
been light. For this, small boon as it may 
seem to those whose path has been unclouded 
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through life, who have had the sun all day- 
long, and basked in his beams morning, noon, 
and evening, if any such there are among 
the children of men, her gratitude was in- 
creasing. The last scene of reconciliation, of 
love which had been bom again only to die, 
never was absent from her thoughts, and time 
only hallowed the picture which memory had 
photographed on her soul ; his hand softened 
the tints, but could not erase them. She still 
yearned towards the image of her lost husband, 
still sighed for the ** days that are no more," 
which ^*dear as remembered kisses after death," 
si ill haunted her soul. In the deepest and 
inmost chambers of her heart, there was ever 
singing in a plaintive minor, the burden of the 
sweet old song,"Oh, come back to me, Douglas, 
Douglas!" She could not add "tender and 
true," but the worst men are occasionally 
canonized and enshrined after death, on 
the highest pinnacle of the temple, which 
a loving and forgiving memory has ex- 
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alted to tliem. How thankftil she felt too 
that her son had been clasped in his dying 
father's arms ! that one last solemn interview 
had blotted from the child's young mind, all 
the painful memories of past unkindness and 
injustice; he would now grow up with a 
tender, melancholy recollection of that last 
awful interview ; he would experience that 

" ^feeling of sadness 

That is not akin to pain, 
And resembles sorrow only 
As the mist resembles the rain.'* 

For these blessings she felt intensely 
thankful ; then there was her child, the child 
of him who was gone, in whom she was 
henceforward to centre her whole earthly 
happiness, her whole love. She had been 
appointed his sole guardian. He was now old 
enough to go (as his father had always in- 
tended) to Eton; she decided on taking a 
house near Windsor ; she had no ties to any 
particular spot, except to be near her child. 
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Her only brother, Sir Lionel Beresford, was 

in India, where his regiment had still some 

years to remain, and she had no other near 

relation. 

Thus — at eight and twenty — a young 

beautiful widow, with a large jointure, (her 

husband having, in his last will, added very 

considerably to his original settlement,) she 

was left. The melancholy interest of her 

story, added to her personal charms and merits, 

brought many suitors for that heart which was 

now " in the market," according to public 

opinion, (of course it would be an insult to 

the nobler sex, to suppose for one moment 

that her handsome jointure weighed at all 

with any of these ardent lovers) ! but whether 

it was love for her own bright eyes, or for the 

beaux yenx de sa cassette^ they were all 

politely declined, and at last she almost shut 

herself up, in order to get rid of the numerous 

individuals, who sought by all sorts of means 

and stratagems, to obtain an introduction to 
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the rich and beautiftil widow. Years rolled 
on, Eeginald passed through the various stages 
of existence, from jackets to tail-coats ; from 
tmTi -downs to stick ups ; and arrived at that 
eventful period of a man's life, when he first 
gets a ring ; a huge blood-stone ring, with the 
big lions jumping in extra fierceness. 

It was a proud and happy epoch, and the 
advent of cleaner hands than are usually the 
fashion among young boys, who are always 
engaged in some dirty work or other, either 
grubbing for worms, as bait, or in en- 
deavouring to blow themselves and their 
whole families into the air, with small hillocks 
of gunpowder,fashioned with their own fingers. 
As long as these amusements are the fashion 
among "young England," what hope of clean 
hands? let not the most sanguine " mater- 
familias" expect it. From Eton, Reginald 
went to Oxford, after the important choice 
of a profession had been decided. Many 
sleepless nights had the decision cost his 
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anxious mother. There was the Church, the 
Army, the Navy ; the first was his mother's 
wish, less temptations would meet him within 
its holy pale, but then there would be more 
responsibilities. Was he fitted for its holy 
requirements? Reginald at once acknowledged 
his utter unsuitability to this profession. 
*' Mother," he said, gravely, " If I am to be a 
clergyman, my whole heart must be in my 
work. It is not in it; I cannot enter the 
church." 

So the church was out of the question. 
Reginald was now thirteen, old enough to 
choose for himself; clever and sensible, and 
well able tojudge for himself. Now the choice 
lay between the Army and the Navy ; which 
should it be ? He professed indifference as 
to which ; both were equally rich in glory, and 
poor in pay, but Reginald had plenty of 
money, so that was no consideration. He 
was strikingly handsome ; a blue, red, or green 
uniform would be equally becoming. I do 
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not say that such silly ideas, worthy only of 
the weaker sex, ever entered into his head ; 
besides, what do the " lords of the creation" 
care for their appearance ? But I should not 
like to risk a large bet, as to such a thought 
never having just glanced into his mother's 
brains. The mother and son thought over 
the " pros" and " cons," the advantages and 
disadvantages, till they fairly puzzled them- 
selves. Great and noble deeds had been done 
by men of both professions. Wellington had 
been a soldier, but then Nelson had been a 
sailor; the battle of Waterloo had been a 
splendid aflfair, but on the other hand the 
battle of the Nile had been just as great a 
victory ; one of the Royal family had been a 
soldier, but his brother had been a sailor ; one 
of his own grandfathers, General Douglas had 
been a soldier, but then his other grandfather, 
Sir William Beresford, had been a sailor, so 
they could gain no assistance from looking 
back to the family annals. 
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At last Reginald said, " I'll tell you what^ 
mother ; we shall never settle this important 
matter without referring it to the decision of 
the gods; do you feel inclined to put the ques- 
tion to the augurs^ and sacrifice that horribly 
noisy canary of yours? perhaps by killing 
it, and examining its entrails according to the 
olden custom, we may read what is to be my 
destiny. Well, shall I wring its neck ? No^ 
you don't like that. Well there's only one 
way to extricate oneself from this labyrinth ; 
of fors and against, now here's sixpence, 
there's a hole in it, so it's sure to be lucky ; 
we'll just toss up for it, heads personates the 
Army, tails the Navy, (I don't mean anything 
personal to the Navy in calling it tails,) one, 
two, three, up it goes ; now for it, be calm, 
my palpitating heart, thy fate is inexorably 
fixed ; heads ; now, mother, that's settled, no 
appeal from the decision of the gods. I'm to 
be a soldier." 

So he went into the Guards, and accom- 
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panied them to the Crimea, where new laurels 
were added to those which already blossomed 
round them. He was present during those 
days of noble deeds — those long nights of 
trial — more harassing than the hardest fight, 
— times of inaction whose 

*' Quiet— to quick bosoms is a hell — ** 

Nights of weary, cold, watching — hours of 
darkness and misery, when the sad thoughts 
of home came to the weary soldier in the 
trenches, fraught with memories to which 
absence and the bitter contrast, added tenfold 
holier interest. Home, ah ! it was a spot to 
which many thousands bade an eternal fare- 
well; when flushed with hope — eager for 
honours, they lefk the shores of that land, 
which they should never behold again, to find 
a grave in a foreign country— a grave, how* 
ever, sacred to the memory of British 
soldiers, and hallowed by the gratitude of a 
nation. But Eeginald was not fated to leave 
his bones in a foreign sepulchre. 

Prayers, deep and fervent, were hourly 
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rising ap to heaven for him, in his own far 
distant home ; and though denied, in the 
mysterious councils of God, to many another 
mother, as loving, as prayerful, as tender as 
his, were granted to her. While mothers 
through the length and breadth of the land 
were, with ^'Eachel, weeping for their 
children, and ^yoiild not be comforted, because 
they are not;" while there was scarce a 
home where death had not found one victim, 
where he had not left one '' vacant chair ; " 
he had been led by an unseen hand through 
all the horrors of war. The same Almighty 
hand which had once while on earth brought 
back from the grave " the only son of his 
mother ; and she was a widow," had restored 
to one in the same touching situation, the 
child for whom such prayers had been 
oflfered. He was desperately wounded at 
Inkerman, and in consequence of illness sent 
home, and once again he was restored to his 
mother, and soon regained his health. His 
regiment soon afterwards returned to England 
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— alas ! with many gallant soldiers left 
behind on those fatal plains — deluged with 
the best and noblest blood of the land, whose 
bones lie far from the village church yards of 
their native country, where no friendly foot 
may ever tread the sod above them, no loving 
hand may ever strew a flower above their 
graves. Far away, but not forgotten; 
mourned equally by the humble hearth of 
some lowly cottage, and in the spacious halls 
of old ancestral castles — equals at length in 
the grave which knows no distinction of birth 
or rank. 

Some years had passed since all this, and 
Keginald had not left England since. His 
mother, after trying various places, had at 
last fixed on Malvern, where we now find her 
anxiously expecting a visit from her son, who 
is hurrying down by the express train from 
London, which is due at Great Malvern at 
5.50, so he will be here almost before we have 
finished our sketch of his early history. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



We left Mrs. Douglas lying on her sofa, 
anxiously looking for the 5.50 train. How 
often has she pulled out her watch, and com- 
pared it with the clock on the chimney- 
piece ! How many times has she looked at 
the Bradshaw^ which lies on the small table 
close by her sofa ! But neither of these 
operations, however consolatory they are to 
the individual who indulges in them, can 
possibly exercise any eflfect on the train. It 
will take its own time. However, it only 
wants three minutes to ihe hour when it 
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X)ught to arrive, and soon, the dark, flying 
mass is visible ; scudding along, sobbing and 
panting like some huge, over-driven creature, 
leaving behind it light, fleecy, white clouds, 
which curl up into the bright blue sky, and 
gradually melt and disperse in the pure ether. 
That infernal shriek, which seems to issue 
from a host of tormented spirits, and which 
resembles no cry of earth or of human beings, 
sends forth its diabolical yell, and announces 
to the expectant public that the express train 
has arrived. What pushing and jostling; 
what plaintive laments for missing trunks, hat 
boxes, and bonnet boxes I What calling for 
porters (who are expected to be ubiquitous I) 
what summoning of cabs ; what emulation and 
heart-burnings between the cab-drivers and 
the 'bus-driver ; what confusion between the 
passengers getting out of the train and 
passengers getting into the train ; what 
despair of unprotected females (this latter 
class are great travellers), at seeing their 
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luggage carried off by other females under 
their very noses ! what apologies on finding 
that their own luggage has been safely 
deposited in a cab, and that the other female 
has only been carrying off her own property I 
But all earthly things must have an end, 
and at last, the train moves off, sobbing and 
panting as before ; another wreath of snowy 
smoke curls up into the air, another shriek 
issues from the unhappy engine, the cabs 
drive off, the 'bus follows their example, the 
porters pass their coat sleeves over their hot, 
but not dry faces, and once more silence 
reigns over the station. All this had not 
taken very long ; but poor Mrs. Douglas was 
already beginning to fidget. Her son must 
certainly have missed the train ; her house 
was not very far from the station ; had he 
come, he must have been here by this ; so she 
felt rather miserable, and was just plunging 
into the mysteries of Bradshaw^ to look at 
what hour she might expect him, when wheels 



A HEART TWICE WON. 73 

are heard approaching, and in another minute 
a quick step crosses the hall, and the door of 
the room flies open, and the mother and son 
are in each other's arms. Very happy they 
look, both of them. 

As yet they were all in all to each other, 
the mother had no other object in life, and as 
yet the son had found no other to take the 
first place in his heart ; and it was with per- 
fect truth that each time they met he used to 
tell her that he had seen no woman who 
rivalled his *' dear old mother." But how 
long would this last? The happy confidence 
of childhood had not yet been destroyed ; and 
he had hitherto known no sorrow that he 
could not bring to his mother, and give her 
half, so that they bore it between them. But 
the time was coming that he must bear his 
own burden; suffering in which ''the 
heart knoweth its own bitterness," and not 
even a mother can share it, but not even 
the shadow of a future cloud rested upon 

VOL. I. E 
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them at this happy meeting. I hope that I 
have so far interested my kind readers in the 
fate and fortunes of my hero, that they will 
wish to know what he was like ; whether he 
had grown up handsome, or whether, as 
is often the case with the beauty of childhood, 
he had 

'' Unbeseemed the promise of his Spring.*' 

Well, I have much pleasure in informing 
you, that he has grown into one of the hand- 
somest, most elegant looking specimens of 

m 

manhood that you ever saw ; possibly you 
never have seen any one so handsome. Pic- 
ture him to yourself, while I endeavour to 
draw his portrait. His eyes are the most 
beautiful shade of grey blue, not the blue of a 
china saucer, but the colour of a twilight sky, 
that shade so very rare, but the most perfect 
hue that an eye can possess ; but not only is 
the colour beautiful, but what is even more 
important the shape, not round (another pecu- 
liarity of the blue china saucer), but long, and 
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SO deeply set. Like other jewels, mucli de- 
pends on the setting of an eye ; take the most 
beautifiil diamond (the Koh-i-nor itself), and 
set it in a vulgar, uutasteful setting, and what 
will it not lose in beauty ? and so with the 
human eye, that most perfect and beautiful 
feature in the whole body ; let it have colour, 
size, and shape ; but it will lose half its beauty, 
and all its expression, if the setting be not 
good. Then his eye-lashes, as black as the 
blackest ink that was ever warranted jet, and 
so long ; in fact, eye-lashes suited to such eyes. 
His hair was light. I mean sunny-golden 
hair ; not effeminate however. His moustache 
and whiskers, which were in grand profusion, 
were also light. His figure was slight and 
elegant, he was very tall, and well-propor- 
tioned ; let us not forget to mention one of his 
very best points, one often over-looked, but 
which, more than any, marks the gentleman. 
I mean the back of his head. How often one 
sees a very good-looking man, but alas, wheu 

E 2 
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he turns away his handsome face, the spell is 
broken ! But our Adonis was very strong in 
this important point. There was a standing 
joke against him in his regiment, about a lady 
who declared that Captain Douglas was the 
handsomest man she had ever seen ; but when 
asked to describe him, she said he had 
walked before her all down Oxford-street, and 
she saw nothing but the back of his head, and 
that was perfect. So Reginald was much 
quizzed about the back of his head, and though 
we consider it rather unfair to follow a man 
into the privacy of his own room, we cannot 
help just saying that when he went to bed 
that night, he took the looking-glass out of his 
dressing-case, and with a good deal of trouble 
and difficulty, succeeded in taking a look at 
the back settlement of his head. It was an 
operation which very nearly set fire to his 
window curtains, as it entailed a good deal of 
difficulty in arranging his candles. Truth fur- 
ther compels me to state that the same opera- 
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tion (which speaks volumes on the vanity of 
the nobler sex) was going on in half a dozen 
other officers' rooms at the same moment, with 
a wish to discover whether they also were 
possessed of this important personal advan- 
tage ! 

Now we have given you an inventory of 
his bodily attractions ; let us now see what 
sort of man he was, in that far more impor- 
tant part, his character and principles. Well, 
he was just as much favoured in these matters 
also. He was honorable and high principled ; 
his temper, excellent ; his heart, affectionate 
and loving. He was both rich and generous ; 
qualities which ought to be always "joined 
together," but which man too frequently 
" puts asunder." He was immensely popular 
and would take any trouble for a friend ; he 
was always ready to "back a bill," or to lend 
the last ten-pound note in his possession. 
His horses were always at the service of his 
friends, and he himself was always ready to 
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do a kind turn for any one. He could sing 
a good song, or tell a good story; was always 
in good temper, and in good spirits. No 
wonder, therefore, that he was the " enfant 
gati^* of the regiment* So numerous were 
the pressing invitations that he received, that 
he could have spent ten times as much leave 
as fell to his share, in a round of visits; 
but the first opportunity that he ever had of 
getting away, was always devoted to his 
mother. No claims could be so strong as 
hers. He did not very often visit Henleigh 
Castle ; to him it seemed gloomy, and there 
were many recollections associated with it, 
which were painful. He was sometimes 
obliged to go there to arrange business affairs, 
receive his rents, etc., and very much he 
hated, being shut up for hours together, looking 
over accounts. Mr. Benson, that kind friend, 
whose fidelity and watchfulness had saved 
him from losing his fine fortune, still managed 
his affairs for him, and always insisted on 
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his looking at the most minute details of 
business. In vain Eeginald protested that 
he had the most perfect confidence in him, 
and implored him to spare him the dull, long 
hours over accounts, which he hated and 
knew nothing of; but he was inexorable, and 
always quoted his favourite opinion, that what- 
ever confidence you may have in your man 
of business — that you ought to look into all 
his transactions as minutely as if you thought 
him a rogue. Sometimes, however, his visits 
to the Castle were those of pleasure; there 
was capital shooting on the estate — ^moors 
too he was master of, which were over- 
populated with grouse, and every year he 
brought down a large shooting party. Then 
Henleigh was only a few miles from Doncas- 
ter, and of course he had to ask all his 
brother officers to make the Castle head-quar- 
ters during the races. But though he liked 
to spend a short time there with a gay and 
merry party, he hated the idea of living 
there altogether ; besides, he was too fond of 
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his profession and his regiment, to leave the 
army. His mother's health was not very 
strong, and she could not bear the idea of 
returning to that house where she had known 
the greatest joys and the greatest sorrows of 
her life; so after trying several places, she 
took a house at Great Malvern, and her son 
had just come down to visit her for the first 
time. 

"Upon my word," he said, when the 
first greeting were over and he was ' taking 
stock * of the contents of the room, lounging 
about (I regret to say with his hands in his 
pockets ; forgive him, benevolent reader, it 
is his only fault, and it is the correct thing). 

"Upon my word, mother of mine, you 
are living here quite en princesse. I don^t 
think that I ever saw half these things.*' 

" No," replied his mother, " almost all these 
things were your poor uncle's kind legacy 
last year, and I have only just unpacked 
them." 

" My poor uncle I I think you mean my 
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rich uncle — why he must have spent a 
fortune in these things I Oh ! by the way, 
I have something for you ; my pockets are 
inconveniently and unbecomingly stuffed with 
parcels — ^first of all, here's your very particu- 
lar weakness, chocolate ; stunning chocolate. 
Please, Madame, observe the life-like appear- 
ance of these beetles; here^s a cock-chafer, 
which I could almost spin, it's so real — then 
look at these cigars ; see the white ashes at 
the end. Now, mother, let me see how you 
look smoking ; remember if I give you this 
box of most delightful and most expensive 
cigars, that I shall insist on your going in 
your bath chair through the most fashionable 
and most crowded promenades of Malvern, 
with one of those identical cigars in your 
mouth; that^s a bargain. Parcel number 
two; oh! that's a trifle compared with the 
chocolate — ^here's a locket, mother, it was 
your birthday yesterday. I didn't forget it ; 
I drank your health at mess ; of course to 

E 5 
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myself ; but that did just as well," so saying, 
lie threw round his mother's neck, a chain 
with a blue enamel locket, with a horse-shoe 
in diamonds on one side, and his initials on 
the other, also in diamonds. 

"There's hair inside it, which I put in 
myself, you may guess whose it is, — of course, 
not mine. Now what's this confounded parcel 
that fills up one tvhole pocket ? Oh, these 
are your gloves! I chose all the shades of 
grey and violet myself, and the presiding deity 
who sold them, complimented me much on the 
smallness of my lady love's hand. I suspect 
she was putting in for a large order of white 
ones, when I marry my lady-love. Now re- 
member these are not a present, so here's the 
bill enclosed, and don't be a mean, ungrateful 
woman, like most of your sex. Now here's 
one more article — the gem of the collection — 
the bonne louche of the feast, now three 
guesses as to what it is ! 

" A photograph," said his mother, smiling^ 
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" Yes, how sharp you are ! You say 
photograph, as if this was the first I had ever 
given you, I should like to know how many 
pictures this house contains of my beautiful 
self, in every variety of attitude and descrip- 
tion. When we come to grief, and lose all 
our money, you will be a female Crcesus, if you 
can only find any one to buy all these pictures 
at your valuation. Let's have an auction now, 
and hear how it will sound. I'm a first-rate 
auctioneer ; didn't I stand on a table once for 
two blessed hours selling all the rubbish that 
was left from a bazaar, that the Colonel's wife 
got up for the providing pensions for the 
superannuated dogs of the regiment ? Poor 
old Ponto, I got him a berth in the hospital, 
where he has two pounds of veal cutlets, and 
four basins of mock turtle soup a week. I 
sold by auction enough rubbish to build 
another wing to the hospital. I was hoarse 
for a week afterwards, but the ladies' com- 
mittee sent me half-a dozen boxes of *' delec- 
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table/' *' cough no more/' and other lozenges, 
with a vote of thanks for my exertions, and 
made me a life governor of the canine hos- 
pital, so I'll just refresh my talent at auction- 
eering. Now give me a hammer, that netting 
box will do, you won't mind my getting ex- 
c'ted and hitting rather hard. The article 
seems brittle, and will most probably come to 
grief, but Til give you another, if I break it. 

" Ladies and gentlemen," he continued, in 
the stereotyped tone of an auctioneer, " very 
melancholy circumstances have reduced the 
owners of this interesting and valuable col- 
lection to dispose of it. The unhappy indi- 
vidual whose features are pourtrayed in most 
— indeed I may add, in all these pictures — ^has 
committed suicide. His adoring mother set 
herself on fire, it is supposed purposely, from 
excess of grief; but this distressing fact was 
suppressed at the inquest, and her afflicted 
relatives had the melancholy satisfaction of 
giving her christian burial — a pleasure denied 
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to them in the case of the unhappy youth 
before alluded to, who was put under ground 
— unconsecrated ground, gentlemen and ladies, 
and committed to mother earth in a thoroughly 
canine manneV. in plain English, buried like 
a dog. 

*' The proceeds of this sale are to be devoted 
to the erection of a monument to the memory 
of the mother, — would that I could add to the 
memory of her misguided son I 

" Picture number one, represents a youth, 
(the imhappy felo-de-se^ ladies and gentlemen) 
as he appeared in the happy, innocent days 
of childhood ; observe how natural is the bat 
over the shoulder 1 this circumstance leads to 
the conclusion that the person represented in 
* picture number one ' is about to join in the 
manly, healthful, and noble pastime of cricket. 
I may be presumptuous in imagining that he 
either has been playing, or intends to play 
cricket ; if so, I request that any gentleman 
or lady who may imagine to the contrary will 
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correct my error. On the pictures passing 
into other hands, the purchaser will have the 
option of choosing for himself, the game at 
which picture number one is playing, or has 
played. It is a striking likeness of a youth 
at that age, and may probably pass for the 
portrait of any gentleman who may purchase 
it, taken at the age of fourteen; the frame i^ 
a first-class article, classical in design, and 
elegant in finish. 

" Portrait number two represents the same 
individual at a more advanced age, having 
proceeded a little farther on the journey of 
life. He has now entered on the world, I 
think, ladies and gentlemen, that I am justified 
in saying the military world, from the fact of 
his being in uniform. It is an interesting 
picture, and the fi:ame in good preservation. 

" Number three is still the same individual, 
but what of that ? we cannot have too much 
of a good thing. He appears to have been in 
battle, ladies and gentlemen, from the fact of 
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Ids leaning on a cannon ; observe how graceful 
his position ! he leans on the cannon with as 
much ease, as if it were a sofa, covered with 
satin damask, and provided with spring 
cushions. And then the cannon, how natural I 
— ^not that I speak from experience, ladies and 
gentlemen, for though I am a volunteer, and 
ready to fight for my queen and country, I 
have never seen a cannon, for though I have 
been at several reviews, I always avoided 
looking at them, having an antipathy to 
warlike engines, and being a man of peace, 
only forced to be a volunteer by the stinging 
taunts of my wife, who is by no means a 
woman of peace 1 1 

"Surely none but a hero could lean so calmly 
on that terrible instrument of death and de- 
struction ; possibly it is not loaded, but still I 
must consider it dangerous. Nos. 4, 5, 6, are 
photographs from the studio of Messrs. South- 
well and Co., Baker St., all representing the 
same subject, a pleasing variety of position, a 
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pleasing similarity of features. Nos. 7,8,9, 
are photographs from the studio of Mons. 
Silvy, Porchester Terrace. You will recog- 
nise these pictures from the Cupid, which is in- 
variably represented in the portraits from the 
hand of this great artist. Observe, however, 
ladies and gentlemen, the exquisite artistic 
trait that marks these two portraits (Nos. 7 
and 8). In the likeness taken in uniform, 
Cupid disappears from the photographic scene, 
and in his place some warlike figure, which 
may pass for either Mars or Bellona — (the 
drapery suiting either a male or female 
figure) — appears. 

"We may imagine that the dog at his feet 
(somewhat resembling the skye type in long 
hair, and general indistinctness of feature 
and outline), is one of the ' dogs of war' 
about to be let loose. The artist has wisely 
chosen the moment before the dog is let 
loose, when he is calmly reposing at the feet 
of his master. The cry of ' Bella I horrida 
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bella ^' has not yet penetrated to the recesses 
of those long silky ears. His master has not 
yet heard them, but he is evidently expecting 
them, by being in uniform— in his war dress. 
Now, ladies and gentlemen, observe the con- 
trast in No. 8. 

" Here the individual is represented having 
returned from the scenes of blood (the blood 
is not visible — for the very best of reasons — 
which is, that he does not wear the suit in 
which he fought) ; he is covered with glory. 
But you must not expect, ladies and gentle- 
men, to see the glory with the naked eye, but 
you must take it for granted that there is 
plenty of it. The scene has changed; Mars or 
Bellona, whichever it is — (you pays your 
money and you takes your choice) — has re- 
tired, and given place to love. 

"There smiles Cupid, the presiding deity, at 
whose shrine the soldier, during the intervals 
of peace is bound to worship ! 

" There are numerous other pictures in this 
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interesting collection, but the last just arrived 
is a photograph from an artist — name un- 
known, but we feel convinced unrivalled in 
his art. It represents our subject in a new 
style of dress, a style suited to display the 
symmetry of form for which our subject is re- 
markable, untrammelled by those vile gar- 
ments in which a cruel law clothes the lower 
limbs of the British male population. This 
photograph represents our subject in a new 
siyle of garments, called ' Knickerbockers ;' 
and now,ladies and gentlemen,your auctioneer 
is out of breath, besides which his olefactory 
nerves have been made sensible of an aroma 
pervading the house, which speaks to his 
* prophetic soul' of dinner ; therefore he leaves 
to your generous hearts, the pleasing task of 
purchasing his collection of pictures, and 
enabling him to procure the means of giving 
a decent monument to his poor old mother." 
So saying he jumped down from the ottoman, 
took three steps across the floor, and in 
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another moment was in his room whistKng 
some merry valse, leaving his adoring mother 
delighted at the spirits which he had brought 
home with him. 

Not that " our subject" is to be put down 
as volatile, but he had that " merry heart" 
which is " a perpetual feast ;" he knew that 
his visits to his mother were the few 
gleams of sunshine which lighted up her 
life, and with her he was always in extra 
high spirits. He had everything to make 
him gay, not a cloud as yet had ever 
darkened his horizon ; life had been " all sugar 
and honey," and yet, sweet as it had been, it 
had not palled upon his palate. Love had 
never yet made him suffer ; he had of course 
often been in love, but he had never loved — 
there is a wide difference. He had gone to 
bed at night, '* eternally devoted" to some 
ball-room belle ; but in the morning he gene- 
rally discovered that reason had not taken 
away his appetite, " vide " the remains of 
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broiled bones, devilled kidneys, muffins, 
crumpets, and other comestibles, with which 
men of the nineteenth century are wont to 
break their fast. 

This had occurred so often, that he began 
to feel rather alarmed, and imagined that 
there must be something wrong in his ana- 
tiwuical structure ; either there was no heart 
there at all or if there was ,its action must be 
defective. He saw other men pining for love, 
their uniforms hanging in folds about their 
wasted forms, their breakfasts — (but this was 
a rare symptom, and generally fatal) — ^un- 
tasted, their luncheon ditto. He heard other 
men uttering sighs sufficiently powerful to 
blow up the ceiling of the mess room, but he 
never was conscious of ever having any of 
these symptoms. He was very popular with 
women, — what young, strikingly handsome, 
and fascinating man is not, especially if he be 
in the army ; more especially if he be in the 
" Guards ?'' But if these fair creatures laid 
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traps for his heart, their attempts hitherto had 
been signal failures. 

He liked their society — ^liked dancing — 
was devoted to " croquet " — would play 
" Aunt Sally " for any length of time with a 
pleasant party ; but he only considered it as 
an amusement, which led to nothing further. 
In vain, those who had pretty feet and ankles 
displayed the most stylish of high-heeled 
boots; the most exquisite of petticoats at 
^' croquet ;" those who had good figures at 
archery ; and those who had pretty hands at 
billiards. He admired them all, but he loved 
none of them. As yet he had never seen the 
woman whom he longed to call his wife, he 
had met dozens whom he thought charming 
companions for a visit in a country house; 
delightful partners for a ball ; pleasant to 
dance with ; ride with ; flirt with ; but not as 
the companion of a whole life ; not to share 
his sorrows as well as his joys ; not to have as 
his own, till death should part them. Such a 
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woman had not yet crossed his path. The 
married women of his acquaintance were still 
less likely to win him. He was high prin- 
cipled and honourable, and with neither of 
these qualities was it consistent in his eyes to 
steal from any man — from perhaps his 
greatest friend — the affections of his wife. 
He had strong notions of the " right of pro- 
perty," and he would as soon have gone into 
his friend'^ stable and stolen his favourite 
hunter, as gone to his house; sat by his 
hearth ; slept under his roof ; eaten of his 
bread and salt, and carried on an intrigue 
With his wife. These were notions quite 
out of date in the nineteenth century; but 
you know that he had been much with his 
mother, and she was old fashioned in her 
ideas, and possibly had corrupted him. In 
morality as well in other things he was not a 
Douglas. Do you think he was the loser by 
that? I don't. So you see that he had every- 
thing to make him gay and merry. Young, 
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handsome, and popular, with a light heart, 
and a full purse, what could a man want more 
as far as this life was concerned, and as yet 
h6 had not learned to look beyond this life, 
which he found so happy and so full of en- 
joyment. Strange that the gifts of God 
should be so frequently the very things that 
make us forget Him I Yet so it is, and too 
often He is forgotten, as long as the capacity 
for enjoyment lasts, and only remembered 
when the " evil days come and the years 
draw nigh," when the worn-out spirit can only 
faintly sigh, " I have no pleasure in them I" 

Reginald's was not a very lengthy toilet, 
and he and his mother were soon seated at a 
tSte-a-tite dinner, which a long journey enabled 
the former to do ample justice to. It was too 
hot to think of soup, but there was a rosy, 
blushing "cut" of Severn salmon and a 
miniature leg of mountain-mutton, the flesh as 
dark as venison, which won great applause 
from Reginald ; who then first played with a 
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lobster cutlet ; flirted with the roast pheasant ; 
and was particular, even pointed, in his atten- 
tions to a fresh apricot tart with such cream, 
and after finishing up with meringue, filled 
with iced vanille cream, he confessed to hav- 
ing dined *' en prince^ Not that I can for one 
moment allow my readers to suppose that he 
was a gourmand — ^not a bit of it ; had a shoulder 
of mutton been placed before him he would have 
eaten a very good dinner off it ; but when a 
good dinner is placed before a man it is his duty 
to eat thereof, especially when his mother has 
ordered each separate article, from the " 'pUce 
de rhistance " down to the veriest minutiae, 
in order to please him. In such a case, duty 
becomes a pleasure — and pleasure a duty — 
and by a beautiful chemical process they 
become perfectly blended. They retired to 
the drawing-room, and Reginald drew his 
mother's couch out on the verandah, and 
there they sat watching the shadows thrown 
over the valley by the setting sun, and the 
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day-light gradually dying away. The dew 
which fell on the flowers, brought out delicious 
perfumes, and a bed of night smelling stock 
opposite the window filled the night air with 
its almost overpowering fragrance. 

" Now, Reginald/' said his mother, after a 
long silence, during which each had been 
gazing in quiet admiration at the lovely 
view before them, " what have you got to 
confess? have you made the discovery as to 
whether the action of your heart is still de- 
fective? or has it shown any signs of life?" 

*'Only as partially as before — nothing 
lasting; no want of appetite (as I have 
shown you) ; no sleeplessness ; no wasting — 
in fact I've gained three pounds in weight 
since this time last year ; depend upon it nature 
has made some mistake, and my heart par- 
takes of the nature of a gizzard, just as tough 
and as hard to make an impression on." 

" But has there been nothing ?" laughed 
his mother. 

VOL. I. F 
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** Oh I plenty of nothings ; but they're only 
skin-deep, only pierced the * pericardium " 
(IVe just been attending a series of anatomical 
lectures, so you'll excuse my being technical 
and long- worded) ; but never penetrated the 
heart — let me seel I've written them 
all down in my pocket book, know- 
ing that you take a lively interest in 
them all; here they are, age, weight, and 
colours. First of all, there was the young 
lady at the confectioner's, at Crimley ; rather 
a stout party, if not of the fair sex I should 
have said a corpulent party ; but pretty, yes ! 
certainly pretty. What she wanted in quality, 
was more than made up for in quantity. Oh I 
the sums of valuable money that I laid out 
on the nastiest of Bath buns, and such vile 
BaflFron cakes, the very remembrance of them 
is an emetic I Did not I purchase fabulous 
quantities of the worst chocolate, which she 
swore was straight from Paris ? but which I'll 
take any amount of bets, was manufactured 
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on the premises. Well, she jilted me in the 
most heartless manner, and actually ^ married 
the barber.' 

" That was the first : then after her came a 
sweet little creature, a little music teacher. 
Didn't I give her double as much as any one 
else did for lessons on the concertina, and I 
never got further than ' God Save the Queen, ' 
a noble air, especially to a soldier, but a little 
monotonous aft,er a dozen lessons. Well, I 
laid out fabulous sums in perfumes ; that was 
her weak point. Goodness ! how the room 
smelt of musk, and that abomination 
pachouli ! and I gave her such a locket, with 
my pet curl in it, the pride of the regiment, 
and the very day after I had ruined my 
appearance by taking off the curl in question 
I received a note from her, such a scrawl I 
and, oh! the spelling! telling me she had 
long been engaged to a violin player; (he 
squinted, and had only one leg, but she 
ignored these interesting particulars in her 

F 2 
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epistle, and called him her adored Jeremiah). 
Well, this note was to ask me to lend her 
five and twenty pound or so (I imagine the 
* so ' was short-hand for fifty) to set them up in 
a cook shop, which she said would be more 
indigenous^ (meaning congenial) to their 
tastes than music, and more money making, 
and asking for my patronage and support. 
Imagine my patronising a ham and beef shop, 
possibly my picture hung over the door as a 
sign! IchabodI Imagine the last of the 
Douglases being immortalized thus ! 

" Numbers three and four, it is needless to 
particularize. Number five was a widow, oh! 
such an interesting creature ! Such a cap, peaked 
down on her forehead, and such streamers 
behind. If I was a woman, I'd always wear 
a widow's cap, but we men have no 
advantages. 

" Now, mother, would you give your 
consent to that enchanting widow, and 
receive her cap and all ? (I must have the cap) 
into your maternal bosom T 
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"The widow, yes — the cap, no," said his 
mother. 

" Then I won't have her at all ; if you won't 
have her cap too, you shan't have her 
either." 

" But who is she ? What is her name ?" 

" Well, I can't tell you what her name is, 
for I only saw her for about ten minutes, and 
I quite forgot to ask her, but she keeps the 
refreshment stall at the Stoking station, and 
sells the most beastly sherry I ever tasted. 
And now if you want to know more about these 
little aflPairs, you'll find all their photographs 
with their diflferent letters (except those who 
couldn't write) and a lock of each individual's 
hair, all ticketed and duly number' d, with 
other objects of interest, in my writing desk. 
But it's awfully damp, so you'll be kind 
enough to allow me to take you in, or you'll 
catch your death of cold, my darling mother, 
and then what's to become of your orphan ? 
Besides which^ I hear a distant hissing and 
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bubbling, which suggests the idea of tea; 
and when I am at home, you know I love my 
* dish of tea/ I can't resist its attractions 
when made by a woman — ^tastes quite 
diflferent when made by a masculine animal." 

" Well/' said his mother, " an aflfectiori for 
tea shows a domestic turn, so you need not 
quite despair/' 

" Domestic, is it ? then I'll encourage that 
symptom, and drink an alarming quantity. 
What's here?" lifting a silver covered dish. 
" Crumpets, by all that's delicious ; now if I 
have a weakness, such as a British soldier 
need not blush to own, the name of that 
weakness is crumpets. I love their dear 
familiar faces, dimpled, and gushing with 
tears of butter, such as Italians describe their 
favourite formaggio che ptangia ; for cheese 
read crumpet. Only imagine, mater, that 
greedy Fanshawe trying to cheat your poor 
child out of his share by disgusting him 
about crumpets, by saying they reminded him 
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of a face marked by small-pox; wasn't it 
mean? but it didn't answer. For myself, I 
don't object to small- pox marks; I'm not 
ambitious to represent a crumpet in my own 
appearance, nor shall I make it a sinequd non 
in Mrs. Reginald Douglas, should such a 
person ever exist ; but I know heaps of 
worthy persons who are so favoured. There 
was my most respected aunt Grace, who left 
me that nice legacy. Alas I there's nothing 
remaining of it now but the memory ; but 
that's not her fault. Why she was a sight I 
I remember an old family legend which set 
forth that she was locked up when a child in 
a spare room, and when they took her out 
some hours after, behold her face was all 
moth eaten. No doubt the story was ex- 
aggerated, but I shall never eat a crumpet 
without a pious thought of her. So here goes 
to her memory, and repose to the soul of my 
great-aunt Grace, in my fourth cup of this 
very good tea." 
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" Now tell me what sort of a journey had 
you ? any pleasant compagnons de voyage 9 
or alone in your glory ?" 

" Oh ! such a companion, the very loveliest 
woman I ever saw — a widow, I fancy, though 
not with the cap which my soul loveth. Such 
eyes, black as night, and the whites of them 
with that blue shade through them that tells 
of the blood of sunny Spain ; eyelashes so 
long, that they almost brushed my face as I 
sat opposite. Such a hand and foot, by Jove, 
I don't think I ever saw anything lovelier I 
Such a sweet voice — low and melancholy — 
but sometimes such a merry laugh, but 
generally languid ; not a sort of woman to 
take one's heart by storm, but to creep in by 
some side door ; all the more dangerous a 
foe ; easier to keep guard over the principal 
entrances to the country, than to watch the 
outlying pickets, and if such a woman made 
an entry into the citadel of one's heart, it 
would not be easy to get her out again. A 
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person who ought to be ticketed * dangerous/ 
but she will be visible to the naked ej e in 
Malvern, for she has taken a house here for 
some time, and she asked me to go and see 
her, and she half promised to give me her 
* carte de visite/ which I shall take good 
care does not stop at a half promise. A lovely 
picture she'll make too. She had the most 
coquettish little pork -pie on I ever saw ; but 
she never took up her veil. Don't you know 
those creamy little spotty veils, Mother? 
white, with little black dabs all over them ?'' 
Now Mrs. Douglas was one of the ancien 
regime in some things ; and she was highly 
scandalised at a widow wearing a ** pork-pie" 
in a railway carriage, and promising her 
photograph to a comparative stranger. Where- 
upon she set her down as a forward kind of 
person ; and in her own mind was not over 
complimentary in her opinions relative to 
her. She built an aerial edifice upon the 
debris of this poor lady's reputation; and 
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imputed to her all sort of bad designs as to 
her Malvern visit. 

** I shall call on her to-morrow/' continued 
Reginald ; ^* she left a little parcel in the 
waiting-room, which I strongly suspect was 
as a reminder to me. Here it is, directed to 
Mrs. Churchill, Fern Lodge, wherever that 
may be ; I only trust that it is not on the top 
of these confounded hills, or I shall die in 
the effort of getting up there this awful 
weather." 

If poor Mrs. Douglas felt unfriendly to the 
lady in the train when she heard of her 
pork-pie hat, she was now even more 
scandalised at her leaving a parcel acciden- 
tally on purpose, for Reginald to take to her, 
and make an excuse for an intimacy with 
her Adonis. So she built another story to 
her aerial edifice, and added a couple of wings 
to the same, till it became an alarmingly 
large building. 

" Rather a forward person," said she, 
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knitting away vigorously at a mysterious 
looking fragment, which was a muffatee in 
embryo for her son ; and no doubt wishing 
Mrs. Churchill was a knitting needle that she 
might poke her and shake her as remorse- 
lessly. 

" I won't let you call my lovely widow a 
person, mother/^ said Eeginald, " she's an 
angel, and you musn't take a spite at her, for 
I shall make you go and call on her some 
day." 

" Well, if I were you," said his mother, 
" and I thought this lady had left a parcel 
for me to take to her next day, I should send 
the servant with it.'' 

*' Goodness gracious, mother, what sort of 
manners do you suppose your son has ? why 
she'd put me down as the greatest * muff ' 
in creation if I did such a thing." 

"Well," said Mrs. Douglas, "it would 
punish her for so very easily making 
acquaintance with strangers." 
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" Don^t be personal, madam," laughed he, 
" if I punished her by it, which I am not vain 
enough to imagine I should do, I should 
punish myself too. Don't you recollect when 
I was a littte boy, you used to tell me a story 
about a boy who once cut off his nose 
to vex his face ? I don't want to be that 
absurd little individual. But now I want to 
tell you some very important news; don't 
laugh, but actually I've turned poet ; so now 
I'm going to read you my last poem, to 
which I hope you will give due attention. 
You must know that the other night at mess 
we all agreed to write a poem about some- 
thing on the table, and whoever wrote the 
one which was considered best, was to have a 
dozen of champagne presented by the others ; 
so your son was the winner. I've dedicated 
it to my dear old friend T.H.P., the best 
fellow in the world. So here goes : — 



A HEART TWICE WON. 109 

THE TALE OF THE SHERRY COBBLER, 

COMPOSED AND DEDICATED TO MT DEAR AND VALUED FRIEND T.H.P., 

BY 

REGINALD ARTHUR DOUGLAS. 



L 

No doubt, friends, youVe heard of that jolly old soul, 
Who was known to the public as " old King Cole," 
But perchance youVe not heard of his wonderful bowl. 

Where he brewed his punch himself. 
On the best of authority, I have been told. 
That this wondrous affair, quite gigantic in mould. 
Was not pewter, nor brass ; was not silver nor gold. 

But was made of the real old Delft 

n. 

And te match this huge bowl, he'd a wonderful flagon. 

Of the china well-known to old ladies as Dragon ; 

Of whose praises our grandmother's tongues oft would w ag on 

At the china es in the city. 
Both the flagon and bowl were in exquisite taste. 
And the rim of th^ bowl all in silver was chas'd ; 
On four silver eagles the bottom was bas'd. 
On each side an emboss'd silver handle was plac'd, 
And within and without it was curiously trac'd 

With devices appropriate and pretty. 

m. 

But what was most strange, that there liv'd not a soul. 
Who could give an account of this wonderful bowl, 
And how it had chanc'd to belong to King Cole 

No mortal ever had known. 
The King had examined the family history. 
But no clue could he gain to this deep-seated mystery, 

So he had to leave it alone. 
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rv. 



ThestorVf by most people fully believed, 

(Indeed the most credible version received, 

Tho* good christian folk were most terribly griev'd, 

Of such horrible scandal to th ink) 
Grave out that this wonderful bowl of Delft, . 
Was a treacherous gift from Bacchus himself, 

To tempt the Coles to drink. 



V. 



Now, King Cole had Prime Ministers, one, ttoo, three^ 

Jolly old fellows as e*er you did see ; 

And they lik'd something stronger and better than tea 

And were partial to whisky and eau-de-vie^ 

And often repair*d to the Court for a " spree," 

When sober men were at rest. 
And tho* T^mnot given such scandal to spread. 
Still if asked, I confess that I have heard it said. 
That the King had been seen try to stand on his head, 
And the whole four were frequently carried to bed. 

And assisted to be nndrest. 



VI. 

Gin and mm were King Cole's most particular passions. 
But still he lik*d spirits in all sorts and fashions. 
And had drunk every possible species in lashine^ 

For he was a shocking old gobbler. 
And one morning he rose in all possible haste, 
And not very long at his toilet did waste. 
And scarcely would wait till his doublet was lac'd 
And rushed off, with his wig all awry, and displaced. 
And his hair dresser's skill was most sadly djusgrac'd, 
For his Minister's begg'd him to come down and taste 

A new thing, call'd " Sherry Cobbler." 
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vn. 

The receipt had just come from a far western land, 
Copied out in a clear and most legible hand, 
And they felt quite sure they could understand 

The proper way to do it 
So they sent off his Majesty^s page in a trice. 
To bring them the sherry, the lemon, and ice, 
Ftom the very best shop, at the very best price ; 
And to count the change right, and be very precise, 
And they said ** My eyes, but it will be nice, 

If we do but properly brew it !" 



vin. 

The directions were full, and plain, and long. 

The ice was all right, and the sherry full strong, 

Yet they quickly perceiv'd there was something wrong, 

Tno* each tried to pretend not to think it 
For the mess was so solid, so thick and so queer, 
That Cobblers were voted inferior ix> beer, 
(Which they own^d was much better, and not half so dear). 
Of his Majesty's wrath they were sadly in fear, 
For so angry he was, that he let fall a tear ; 
But to every one's mind it was equally clear 

That no human lips could drink it 



IX. 



Yet they'd certainly been most extremely precise 
In the quota of sherry, and lemons, and ice, 
T'was provoking to find it was not at all nice. 
But where shall they turn for some further advice, 

How find of their failure the cause? 
When the page (who in waiting still chanc'd to be) 
Threw himself down at his Majesty's knee. 
Saying, ** Graciously deign to listen to me. 
For I am aocustom'd these drinks to see. 
Having serv'd awhile in that west countrie ; 

Foil muil awsk the cobbler thro' ttrawi.^* 
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X. 



The King (who was just getting into a rage). 
Quite pacified, patted the head of the page, 
And said, " You're a wonderful hoy for your age, 
You'll make your way in the world, I'll engage, 

For you've got your wits ahout you. 
So now, that you've cleverly found out the cause 
Of the failure, (for which you've our royal applause} 
Be off like a shot, without parley or pause. 
And bring back the proper proportion of straws, 

For we can't begin without you." 



XI. 



So the quartet all seated themselves at a round 
Oaken table to wait, when a very strange sound 
Seem'd to rise from the breast of the bowl, profound 

The solemn silence to break. 
It sounded somehow like a human groan. 
Then it seem'd to wail like a funeral moan, 
And lastly resembled a canine tone. 
When two dogs are quarrelling over a bone ; 
Or when one is discussing the dainty alone, 
For on both these occasions, 'tis pretty well-known. 
That these creatures to growling and grumbling are prone; 

And didn't the party shake? 



xn. 



And it spoke .—"When I quitted the land of my birth, 
Where the hours were crown'd with celestial mirth, 

How sadly I us'd to pine ! 
For there from my depths hath the right royal lip 
Of Bacchus himself condescended to sip 
His beverage of Nectar, (men call it egg-flip) 

Or a draught of sparkling wine. 
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^*Bat the thing upon which he lov'd hest to sup, 
Was a glorious mixture called, *■ Claret cup ;* 
And oft he has drunk my contents quite up, 

And vow'd he could drink for ever. 
In the bowl whence his lips have quafTd the blood 
Of the pure fresh grapes, in their crimson flood, 
Tve permitted by hands unhallowed and rude, 
The earthly beverage call'd Punch to be brew'd. 

But a Sherry Cobbler - never ! ! 



XIV. 

"Were I once to submit, I can now well suppose 
That still viler insults you'd quickly propose. 
Gin slings, and Mint Juleps, or even Dog's nose ; 
Or if such there be, even viler than those 

Would very soon doubtless pollute me. 
So IVe made up my mind at this crisis to leave you, 
I havn't the slightest intention to grieve you. 
And am really distrest in this way to bereave you. 
But am naturally truthful, and will not deceive you, 
And this style of thing don't suit me." 



XV. 



Up rose the bowl, with a bow left and right, 
As a sort of farewell, (which you'll own was polite) 
And out of the window it quickly took flight. 
Floating up on a cloud, azure, crimson, and white. 
And it caught the sun's rays, and reflected them bright. 
And in a few moments had vanished from sight — 

The Sherry Cobbler untasted. 
Imagine the grid? and dismay of King Cole, 
His anguish of heart, and his terror of soul. 
When he found hiiQself minus the family bowl. 
And worse, when he came to reflect that the whole 

Of his sherry and lemons were wasted. 
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XVI. 

And BacchuSf his long absent treasure embrac'd, 
And vow*d it a sin and a scandal to waste 
Such first-rate materials, so just took a taste, 
Then snmmonM the whole of the Courtiers in haste, 

Who accepted the kind "invite." 
And they all declared it most "stunning " and " glorious," 
And what mortals mistook for the howling of Boreas, 
Or the shouts of an army in battle victorious, 
Was only the gods very drtMk and uproariotu 

On the Sherry Cobbler that night ! 



Of course, Mrs. Douglas's partial judg- 
ment on her son's poem was very flattering. 
She hoped he would publish it. If Punch 
heard of it, he might be expected to take a 
return ticket by the express train to Malvern, 
to petition for it to immortalize his periodical. 

"Ah! mother," said Reginald,, smiling, 
"if all the world thought of me as you do, I 
should be adored while living, and canonized 
when dead." 

" You had always a turn for poetising," 
said his mother. 

" Had I ? Oh I how I should like to see 
some of my early eflforts ? Now you look 



ij; 
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guilty, Fm sure you've got a hoard of rubbish 
in that old desk." 

** Well bring it to me, and you shall see." 
The old desk was one of Indian manu- 
facture, elaborately ornamented with carved 
elephants, and smelling most deliciously of 
sandal wood. The perfume carried Eeginald 
back in memory to the days of his childhood 
— that happy childhood which had melted 
away into youth, and then passed into man- 
hood ; but to which he still looked back with 
intense pleasure. On very great days he 
had been allowed to see the , mysterious 
contents of this desk ; how he laughed now 
after m^iny years to look at the things it 
contained, which he used to think so sacred 
as scarcely to be touched, but which he now 
thought " rubbish." How his mother had 
hoarded all these little trifles as holy relics of 
her son's childhood 1 There was the first lock 
of his sunny hair, cut off the day he was 
bom. How proud she had been of his hair 
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being long enough to part. Then there was 
his first tooth, such a tiny little pearl, the 
first shoe he had ever worn, his coral and 
bells ; then there came treasures of a more ad- 
vanced age ; baskets cut out of cherry stones, 
hearts made of coal, the fattest, most clumsily 
shaped hearts possible ; then dogs and horses 
cut out in paper, the most deformed, 
malformed animals imaginable, and which 
required the description, dogs^ horses^ written 
under each group in a large childish hand, to 
inform the beholder to which class of 
quadruped each belonged; then little 
drawings with the most marvellous perspec- 
tive, "all done out of his ovvrn head/' which 
indeed was a very natural conclusion for the 
admiring public to arrive at, when they 
looked at these juvenile efibrts of genius, and 
saw birds quite as big as the trees they were 
sitting on ; men much taller than the houses 
they were supposed to be entering ; and other 
similar discrepancies. But it is proverbial 
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how mothers, sensible in other matters, can 
see most wonderful genius in the pencil 
productions of their off-spring, and see a 
Rubens and a Vandyke " in futuro " in the 
most terrible scrawl. The capacious desk 
contained a compartment sacred to relics and 
memories of a painful kind ; the first gifts of 
her husband, his miniature, locks of his hair, 
one of which had been cut off after his 
death ; his watch, which her son wished her 
still to keep, and a thousand little things, 
precious, painfiilly precious to her^ but which 
to others were but trifles — trifles, which, how- 
ever insignificant they may be, often " make 
up the sum of life." 

" What a delicious smell this old desk has ?" 
said Reginald, "how well I recollect the 
perfume now. I don't think I have been in 
the company of sandal wood since I saw this 
opened, goodness knows how long since. I 
declare I feel quite a child again; it carries 
me back so long." 
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Is there anything that opens the flood- 
gates of memory, and unlooses long sealed up 
depths whose very existence has been for- 
gotten, like the sudden perfume with which 
in past times we have been familiar ? Who 
has not felt this when opening, after perhaps 
many years, some old childish treasured box 
or desk ? What memories have been aroused 
by the fragrance of some old familiar object 
which it contains ? How we associate per- 
sons with any particular perfume which they 
are in the habit of using. More powerful 
even than the power of music to recal the 
past, and waken up long buried feelings and 
associations, is that of any peculiar scent. 

Eeginald, whose organisation was one of 
peculiar refinement and delicacy, felt this 
most powerfully, and for a few minutes both 
mother and son were silent. Each was busy 
with the past ; to the one, that past brought 
much that was painful; to the other, no 
memories were fraught with anything but 
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what was happy; yet in both hearts there 
was that nameless, incomprehensible feeling, 
that every human heart experiences when 
looking hack. No matter how bright, how 
happy a man's present life may be, there is 
always a lingering feeling of regret for the 
days of childhood. A man lives more in the 
past and in the future, than in the present — 
it is the one great feature in which a being 
with a soul, and endowed with reason, differs 
from the brutes which perish. Hope and 
memory are the strongest links in the *' elec- 
tric chain with which we are darkly bound." 
Sad, indeed, must be that lot which can 
neither look back or forward with happiness. 

" Well, mother, where are these early 
poems of mine?" cried Eeginald; ** here, 
what's in this huge package ?" 

" No, " said his mother, half laughing, 
" those are only your letters." 

*'My letters," said he; "why you don't 
mean to say that you keep my scrawls ?" 
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V Every one of them/' said she. 

" Darling mother; was there ever such a 
mother as you are ? what in the world do I 
want with a wife when I have my dear old 
mother to love me ? Just fancy one's wife 
keeping one's first tooth for instance ; why 
she'd be more likely to knock one's second 
tooth down one's throat." 

"I think you had better look for Mrs. 
Eeginald Douglas in a sphere of life where 
women do not indulge in such playful atten- 
tions to their husbands/' said his mother. 
" But here are some of your early flights of 
fancy; now promise to give them back 
honestly, or you shall not have them." 

Oh I how Eeginald laughed at these pro- 
ductions; certainly if the great test of the 
power of poetrj'-, is its capability of producing 
tears, this was undeniably of the first water, 
for tears streamed down his cheeks as he read 
them — tears which are the effect of laughter, 
not of feeling. The poems were carefully 
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returned to their place in the old sandal wood 
desk, and Reginald and his mother talked of 
other subjects. He told her of his regimen- 
tal prospects; how Brown was going to do 
the matrimonial ; and as the young lady had 
a good fortune, he was going to leave the 
army. Then Jones was awfully in debt, and 
governor declined paying any more. So 
he was leaving. Then Bobinson had had an 
awful row with the colonel, and had a choice 
of retiring, or of standing a court martial ; 
so there were three steps going. And this 
disagreeable trio were the very identical men 
whose foreign tour had been immortalised. 

Thus the mother and son chatted on ; happy 
in the present — neither of them dreaming of 
the terrible future which was in store for the 
one, and which should pierce as with a sword 
the heart of the other ; the reflected sorrow 
of the son, which would be almost equally 
painful to the mother; but as yet the cloud 
which was to overcast the whole sky was not 

VOL. I. G 
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even as "big as a man's hand;" and they 
were happy in their ignorance of a future of 
which had even the slightest fore-knowledge 
been afforded, it would have destroyed the 
present. Happy bUndness of coming evils, 
which is the greatest blessing to mankind ; 
How bright the blue of the summer sky but a 
few short hours before it is clothed in 
blackest clouds, and riven with thunder's 
tremendous peal 1 How peaceful the smiling 
ocean, blue as the vault of Heaven itself but 
a brief space before ; the waves lately creep- 
ing so softly to kiss the beach, are tossed 
mountains high, and the storm, lately sleep- 
ing calmly, is carrying death and desolation 
before it ? Such are mortals — and the heart 
that now beats high and hopefully, dreams 
not how soon its little day of sunshine may 
be overcast. 
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CHAPTER III. 



Anyone who has been an " habitat" of Mal- 
vern knows that even those who go there 
perfectly free from any of " the ills that flesh 

is heir to/' still think it necessary to take a 

* 

little " treatment.'' If they are quite well, it 
will keep them so ; if they are not quite well, 
it will make them so ; thus every one's friends 
and visitors, with bat few exceptions, are 
generally soon bitten, though not with hydro- 
phobia, and are shortly quite as busy with 
aquatic amusements and duties as the invalids 
themselves. Mrs. Douglas had derived great 

a 2 
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benefit herself from the various hydropathic 
remedies which she had been ordered, and of 
course wished that Reginald should have the 
same advantages. In vain he protested that 
he never was in better health ; he thumped 
his chest in the most tremendous manner to 
show the soundness and strength of his lungs ; 
and roared like a dozen Stentors for the same 
purpose ; he attempted to prove that he had 
the full use of his limbs by jumping over 
every chair and sofa in the room, thereby 
seriously jeopardizing his mother's valuable 
china ; but still she persuaded him that, well 
as he then was, he would be even better. 

" Consider the action of the heart," said 
she laughi ng 

" Well, if I thought the worthy doctor could 
bring that right, I might consent." 

" Besides, though y ou are all right now," 
continued his mother, " there may be the be- 
ginning of something wrong in your health, 
and ' prevention is better than cure.* " 
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So after much coaxing and persuad- 
ing, he submitted ; and as the weather 
was hot enough to make even the idea of 
bathing pleasant, he consented to go after 
breakfast, and present himself at the 
" levfee" of that prince of hydropathy, Dr. 
Gulson, of whose skill and cleverness he had 
often heard. Mrs. Douglas had found him 
not only a skilful physician, but a kind and 
valued friend; there was something in the 
first glimpse of him that inspired confidence, 
and many a weary, almost despairing invalid, 
who "had suffered many things of many 
physicians and was nothing bettered; but had 
rather grown worse," caught his first ray of 
hope (that best friend and assistant to the 
*' faculty") from the kind and cheering man- 
ner of the worthy doctor ; and where he could 
not cheer, he had both the power and the will 
to sympathise. 

In the afternoon, as Reginald was repos- 
ing on a sofa in the drawing-room at 
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Emerald Bank, looking handsome, comfort- 
able, and indolent, deeply engaged in the 
" sensation" novel of the day, and at a most 
interesting crisis, one of those important and 
rather fussy functionaries yclept "bath men," 
who ply their trade at Malvern, and may be 
seen hurrying along at hydropathic hours 
with mysterious looking bundles, which, if 
analyzed, would be found to contain equal 
proportions of sheets and blankets, in which 
some wretched male victim is about to be 
made a mummy of, and possibly may also 
contain an awful thing, styled by the ignorant 
an " abominable compress,'' which gives an 
appearance of the last stage of dropsy to those 
who are doomed to wear it, — ^knocked at the 
door of the house, and presented a letter to 
Reginald's servant, who happened to be 
passing through the hall. He went into the 
drawing-room, and handed it to his master. 
" A bill already," said he, " what vultures 
creditors are, and how they scent their prey !" 
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" The man calls hisself a bath-man,Sir," said 
the servant, '*and told me to tell you that he's 
left a gentleman in a changing pack, (them's 
the very words he used, Sir, but I couldn't 
make them out), but as the gentleman's in a 
' changing pack ' he hopes as how you won't 
keep him long here ; for he's been in his pack 
ten minutes already." 

" Jenkyns," said his master, " are you mad 
or drunk ? " 

" I comed to you with a good character for 
sobriety. Captain ; and I don't think as how 
you've ever caught me a- drinking, and I never 
heard as one of my family was given to luna- 
tics, but as I'm a living man, and have 
fought for my Queen and country, I'll swear 
he said a ' changing pack,' " persisted the 
servant. 

Mrs. Douglas was so convulsed with 
laughter both at her son's utter bewilder- 
ment, and at the servant's manner, that it 
was some minutes before she could assist in 
clearing up matters. 
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" My dear boy I" she at length exclaimed, 
"this bath-man has brought you Dr. Gulson's 
instructions, and a * changing pack' is a hydro- 
pathic term. Let us see what you are to do." 

*' Indeed, mother, I'll not look at anything 
till my hero has proposed ; I've got him at 
the point where he is holding the fair Adeline's 
hand in his, with a pistol in the other to blow 
her brains out, if she declines his suit. What's 
the use of my reading up this subject for my 
own future advantage and example, if I'm to 
be interrupted by these confounded people ? 
Here, Jenkins, tell that bath-man to go to 
the devil as soon as he likes." 

" Take him into the pantry, and give him 

« 

some beer," was Mrs. Douglas's counter 
order. 

After some moments, Eeginald jumped 
from the sofa, and flinging the book across 
the room said : 

"Now, then, my hero has shot the fair 
Adeline, and committed suicide, so I don't 
want to know any more, so let's look at this 
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paper. 'Pack for an hour each morning; 
shallow bath on rising; at noon a lamp — 
shallow bath afterwards; at five p.m. a 
running sitz for twenty minutes.' Now, ex- 
plain all this absurdity/' said he. 

"Well, dearest/' said his mother, "you 
must pack the chest and trunk each morning." 

" I leave the packing both of my trunks 
and portmanteaux to Jenkins, thank you; 
but what is he to pack up every morning for 
— especially when I'm not going away ?" 

" Packing is a term for being wrapped up 
in a wet sheet before you get out of bed." 

" Merciful goodness !" said Reginald ; " is 
my only remaining parent gone raving mad, 
that she actually talks to an only and beloved 
child, from whom she can have no pecuniary 
expectations, of sleeping in wet sheets? 
Why seek my early death ? I ask you, on 
the honour of a British matron — if indeed 
this unhappy hallucination has not quite 
overthrown memory and reason — ^have you 

> G 5 
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not from the time of my guileless, helpless 
infancy, been cfontinually sounding in my 
ears the dreadful results of wet sheets ?" 

" Oh, it is so delicious I" said his mother, 

" Well, it doesn't sound at all delicious ; 
but what's it for r 

" Oh, it's to soothe the system," said she. 

" I'm quite content to soothe my system 
with an occasional cigar," said her son. 

*'And allays fever," continued Mrs 
Douglas. 

" Well, when I have a fever I'll try, but 
at present my pulse is as slow and steady as 
an old cab horse,'' answered he ; *' so now 
that we have settled the packing question, 
let's see the next item in this tissue of horrors 
and tortures. Please inform me what's a 
'lamp,' and a * shallow' afterwards?" 

'' Well, a ' lamp' is something on the plan 
of a Turkish bath — at least it is a process by 
which the same result is obtained," said Mrs. 
Douglas. 
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"Well, I adore a Turkish bath, particularly 
the cigar afterwards," said he. 

" Ah, but Dr. Gulson won't let you 
smoke I" said his mother. 

"Won't he though ? why, I wouldn't give up 
my cigar for all the jewels in Her Majesty's 
regalia. Now, lastly, what's a * running sitz ?' 
any sort of perambulator or velocipede? 
What kind of garments (if any) do people 
wear in these running sitzes ? and where do 
they run ? is there a public course or pro- 
menade at Malvern where the races come off, 
and do ladies indulge in them too ? I begin 
to think that this is a most dangerous and 
immoral system, and think that I had better 
really and truly pack my trunks and boxes, 
and leave this place." 

Mrs. Douglas had a good deal of trouble 
to explain and persuade, before she could 
prevail on her son to submit to the different 
processes ; but afteir a few days he had fallen 
into the regular routine of water business, and 
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was soon as busy as the rest of Malvern in 
his several duties. On the third day after his 
arrival, he bethought him of Mrs. Churchill's 
parcel, and declared his intention of restoring 
it to the fair owner after luncheon. However, 
he did not merely burden himself with the 
package, but cut an enormous bouquet to 
take also. What awful havoc he made with 
his poor mother's flowers I how he ruthlessly 
sacrificed a whole family of infant buds for 
the sake of the one tolerably advanced flower 
on the same stalk ; how he dashed into the 
most rare and exquisite plants, cutting and 
hacking in all directions I His mother men- 
tally uttered a prayer that this was not to be 
a daily afl^air. At last, when he had taken 
the fairest flowers of the collection, he set off 
for Fern Lodge, and was soon introduced into 
a room where Mrs. Churchill, elegantly, but 
simply dressed, was lying on a sofa, from 
which she begged to be excused rismg. 
" The heat makes me so languid," said she. 
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" that you must allow me to keep my invalide 
position." 

"It is indeed a tropical heat/' said Eeginald, 
" but your room is quite cool/' 

" Yes," she replied, '' I, always keep my 
blinds down the whole day. I am quite an 
owl in .my love for darkness ; but what 
exquisite flowers ! for me, of course ; other- 
wise you would not have tantalized me by 
bringing them here?" 

"For you — of course I" smiled Reginald, 
as he put the lovely mass into both her white 
soft hands ; the bouquet was so large, and the 
hands so small, that it required both of the 
latter to hold the former. 

" Pray, Captain Douglas," she said, " do 
ring for water to put them in. I flatter myself 
that I have a spiciaimov arranging flowers." 

How lovely she looked with the rich masses 
of her jet-black hair twisted round her small, 
graceful head in thick coils, bending over the 
flowers before her, her snowy taper fingers 
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contrasting with the blushing roses, and 
many-coloured floral gems, every now and 
then looking up at Reginald with those 
glorious gazelle eyes, and keeping up an 
animated conversation on different subjects. 

" Did she play ?" 

" Yes, a little ; on the harp too." 

That was his favourite instrument. 

How strange that it should be hers too I 
but it had not recovered its journey, like 
herself; but if he had nothing to do, and 
would come next day, she would see what 
could be done. 

Was it likely he should have anything to 
do when such a promise was made ? 

" Did she walk r 

" Yes a little ; but she was such a silly 
coward that she could never dare to venture 
on those lovely inviting-looking hills alone, 
and she had no one to walk with her." 

Of course his services were immediately 
tendered. 
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" Perhaps she didn't ride ?" 

"Oh, indeed she did, if there was one 
thing she felt more keenly being so alone in, 
than another, it was that she couldn't ride." 

" Would she allow him to be her escort T 

And he made an entry on his mental tablets 
to send to London for his horses. Why 
should they be eating their heads off there 
for no use ? They should come immediately. 

So they sat together for hours ; Reginald 
drinking his first draught of that subtle 
poison which he had so long disbelieved in, 
but like most other poisons very sweet, but 
not the less deadly for that. At last the 
heart bad found its action, and seemed 
likely to make up for lost time. Never had 
he been so fascinated ; it was one of those 
passions which are bom full-grown ; time is 
not necessary to ripen their growth, there is 
no gradual opening of their bud, but they 
spring at once into a full flower as soon as the 
seed is sown into the heart. 
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There was something peculiar in her, it 
was not merely her extreme beauty, but 
something to be felt, not described. There is 
a nameless spell about some women — a charm 
apart from beauty ; but oh I how winning ? 
What then are its powers when united to 
extreme loveliness ? Reginald felt for the first 
time 

"The might— the majesty of loveliness." 

There was something so touching in her 
constant allusions to her loneliness — Reginald 
determined that it should not be his fault if 
she was much alone. She had to be sure a 
child, but she was so young (though so tall) 
that she was no companion; and then she 
contrived in the most innocent and apparently 
unintentional manner to convey to Reginald 
the impression that this child more resembled 
her father ; and she made it apparent from 
sighs and hints more expressive than words 
could have been, that she had been unhappy 
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in her married life. Managed to tell him 
that she had been so young when she became 
a wife that she did not know her own mind. 
A beautiful woman is generally extremely- 
interesting to a man ; but who could resist 
beauty in distress ? especially when beauty in 
distress half takes you into her confidence. 
It put the finishing stroke to Reginald, and 
before he brought his long visit to a close, he 
was already very far gone in the intoxication 
of love. He had already taken leave of Mrs. 
Churchill, when he recollected the ostensible 
object of his visit, 

" I quite forgot till this moment to bring 
you a parcel, which I found in the waiting- 
room," he said. 

*' Oh ! I am so glad, I have been in such 
distress about that parcel, I couldn't imagine 
what had become of it." 

What a bore it would be for a great portion 
of man and woman-kind, if truth and false- 
hood fell in visible shapes from the lips, like 
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the pearls and diamonds, and the frogs and 
toads of the old fairy tale, or were photo- 
graphed on the air in diflferent hues I Were 
it so, those lovely lips, as they uttered their 
falsehoods so lightly, would have assumed a 
very diflferent appearance, as one white lie 
after another dropped forth with the ease and 
facility of custom. Why should some false- 
hoods be white and others black ? for iny part 
I can see no diflference of comple'xion ; in my 
humble judgment, they are all as black as 
their father. 

Reginald returned home, his heart and 
imagination thoroughly imbued with the fair 
being who was fated to teach him the first 
lesson in the new study which he had entered 
upon. He did not speak much of her to his 
mother. Men do not speak of these matters 
so openly as women do, but if he spoke little 
he thought much, and if his lips were not busy 
about her, his heart was. 
When the door of Mrs. ChurchilFs drawing- 
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rdom closed upon him, she settled her 
cushions comfortably, drew out from the sofa 
a French novel of the most disreputable 
description, and after burying her face for a 
minute in the cool, fresh mass of flowers, she 
dismissed poor Eeginald from her thoughts 
with a simple " another victim — this is indeed 
a case of ' Veni, vidi, vici.' Handsome no 
doubt, but not my Karl. Had his hands but 
touched those flowers, or even his foot trodden 
upon them, I should have kissed them all 
over ; however, ' quand on n'a pas ce qu'on 
aime, il faut aimer ce qu'on a ;' and this 
Adonis will do ' faute de mieux ;' besides 
which I shall make him find me in flowers 
for my room, and horses to ride, and any 
other little thing I wish for, and as 1 shall 
avoid the subject in my letters to Karl, he 
won't be jealous." So saying, she took up 
the thread of her story, and Eeginald was 
forgotten. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Do you suppose that Reginald forgot when 
the next day came that he was engaged 
to hear Mrs. Churchill play and sing ? I will 
not however answer for the lady's memory 
being so good, for till his knock at the hall 
door roused her from a dormant state on her 
sofa, she had almost forgotten his existence. 
Was it the long crossed sheets of a letter 
written in a foreign looking hand (and which 
she put hurridly into the black velvet 
^^ aumonihre^^ at her side) that had so occupied 
her morning, and so interested her in their 
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perusal, that she had forgotten her new 
victim ? Possibly ; but with that well-bred and 
now to her, perfectly natural power of decep- 
tion she welcomed him with flattering cor- 
diality, and put her small soft hand glittering 
with rings into his, with a half reproach for 
being late. Eeginald laid the flattering 
unction to his soul that she had missed his 
society, and had been watching for him. He 
was in the seventh heaven. That sort of 
concealed and apparently involuntary flattery 
is very taking with men; they do not like it 
raw, but well dressed with a little spice and 
flavour to disguise it a little, it will prove 
most acceptable to the male palate, and they 
will swallow it greedily, and wish to *' repeat 
the dose." Were a woman to tell a man that 
she enjoyed his society when present, possibly 
he would be disgusted; but let the same 
woman intimate in some round-about way 
that she misses him when absent, and he will 
feel ten times more flattered by the nega- 
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tive than the positive compliment. The harp 
was brought forward, and after a good deal 
of tuning and preparing, was at length pro- 
nounced ready to do its duty. Mrs. Churchill's 
voice was beautiful, and she had received a 
first-class musical education. She sang exqui- 
sitely — ^that sort of voice that goes straight 
to the heart, and speaks from the soul of the 
singer to the soul of the listener — a voice 
that lingers in the ears, and echoes in the 
heart, long after its sounds have ceased. 
Her first song was one •that he particu- 
larly admired. 

" Che farb senz' Eurydice ? " 

How beautifully she sang it, and how 
lovely she looked while singing it ! that 
enhanced the charm of the music. 

Eeginald thought of St. Cecilia, and almost 
expected a flight of cherubim to make their 
entrance by the key-hole, and hover about in 
the air in a state of rapture equal to his 
own. 
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Song after song the syren breathed forth, to 
her entranced listener, and at length when 
he still showed no signs of fatigue at hearing 
her, she at last struck a few final chords, and 
rising from the harp said : 

" If you are not tired of hearing, I am of 
singing ; so we will adjourn the concert till 
some other day/' To a man fond of music 
it must come with a tenfold charm from the 
lips of the woman he loves ; love adds to the 
delight of the music and makes both stronger. 
It came with a hundred horse-power to Eegi- 
nald's heart, and finished him up altogether. 
As he walked home after a long tSte-^'tSte 
with Mrs. Churchill, the sound of her voice 
rung in his ears, and haunted the inmost 
recesses of his heart Her eyes seemed still 
before him ; those deep, large,expre8sive eyes, 
from which 

"The soul beam*d forth in every spark/* 

How he wondered at his ever having admired 
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blue eyes (of course we must presume that 
lie made an exception of his own), washy- 
pale things he stigmatised them, how could 
any eye but a black one have soul or expres- 
sion in it ? He had now learned for the first 
time, what an eye could be, and ought to be. 
She had given him the promised " carte-de^ 
vtstte^^^ but with the usual dissatisfaction 
which these much abused and yet much 
patronised articles give; it had not '*done 
her justice.'' Of course it had not in his eyes ; 
was there ever a lover (and we fear Eeginald 
must already be named in that unfortunate 
class of victims, and put on the fools' cap) 
who was fully satisfied with the performance 
of any artist, even with so great a master as 
the sun himself ? however, if far inferior to 
her, still it was her, and that was some 
comfort during his absence from the original. 
Not that his absences were for more than a 
few hours ; for he had become a most ener- 
getic individual, and such an early riser. 



A HEART TWICE WON. 145 

he generally contrived to meet the ** object 
of his affections " somewhere or other on the 
hills before mid-day, and it had now become 
an established rule that he should spend two 
or three hours every afternoon at Fern Lodge. 
There was always some excuse for a visit ; 
either he must take her some flowers, or he 
had got a song that would just suit her ; or 
he had left his stick or umbrella (of course, 
not on purpose) the preceding day, and 
though he had a whole regiment of sticks at 
home, and there wasn't a chance of rain, so 
he could not possibly want an umbrella, 
still he must call at the door for it. It never 
struck him that Mrs. Churchill might 
wish his visits a little less frequent, or think 
him a bore. Was there ever a man into 
whose head such an idea ever did enter? 
do not they all individually and collectively 
enjoy a delightful sense of their impor- 
tance, and of their absolute necessity to the 

VOL. I. H 



146 A HEART TWICE WON. 

happiness and existence of the weaker 
members of society ? 

Eeginald was not more self-opinionated 
than the rest of his sex, but he was a man, 
and therefore partook of the faults of mankind. 
So he daily wended his way to the presence 
of the Circe, who had cast such powerful 
Bpells over him, and daUy imbibed fresb 
draughts of the intoxication. He had 
reached an age when most men have loved, 
suflFered, and forgotten, and till now he had been 
unscathed ; he had merely heard the flutter- 
ing of Love's snowy wings, but had never 
felt his arrows ; but the little god was not to 
be done out of his rights in that way ; sooner 
or later he will assert his power, and like 
measles, scarletina, and. all other juvenile 
maladies, if not comfortably got over during 
infancy and youth, it will be all the more 
painful and dangerous in riper years. It is 
quite as natural and necessary a process as 
teething, perhaps a little more painful, and 



<» 
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frequently no such good result to show for the 
twinges and achings, as the teeth, which 
are the natural consequence of the other 
process. 

Some few days after Eeginald's first visit to 
Mrs. Churchill, she received a note from him, 
telling her that his horses had arrived from 
London, and begging her to fix an hour for 

their first ride together. He told her that he 

I. 

had got a brother officer to send down a side- 
saddle which his wife was not using at pre- 
sent, as she was not in town. A perfumed 
note contained her delight at his thoughtful- 
ness, and begging him to bring the horses at 
four o'clock that evening. The note was not 
particularly well written, and truth compels 
me to state that there were one or two mis- 
takes in the spelling ; but what has love to do 
with the laws and trammels of orthography 
and grammar? Eeginald thought it th 
sweetest little note he had ever read. I 
think that I mentioned that it was very 

H 2 
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highly perfnmed, but I don't think he used 
the word '* sweet" in that sense. *'Inez 
Churchill/' he repeated, " what a delicious 
name," and then he tried another surname 
after the christian name, and to his fancy 
*' Inez Douglas" sounded just as delicious as 
Inez ChurchiU. 

" What a blessing it is when a man can 
offer a woman a pretty name instead of 
her own," he soliloquised ; " how ashamed 
I should be to ask any woman to take 
such a name as Dobbs, for instance, 
Inez Dobbs — how shocking ! thank God my 
name isn't Dobbs ; how indignant I should 
have been with my parents for continuing the 
race, had T been doomed to go through life as 
* Timothy Dobbs,' but Douglas does very 
well. Oh I if I thought I could ever have 
such a woman as Inez as my wife ?" and he 
kissed the little note, and speculated mentally 
as to the probability of ever being allowed to 
be on the same terms with the fair writer. 
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"She shall love me/' he said to himself; 
" she must give in to such devotion as mine ; 
but how strange it is that a few days should 
have ripened such a passion in my heart ; I, 
that have met dozens of women that every- 
one else thought charming and irresistible; 
aye, and women that might have been mine 
for the asking I but I never cared a farthing 
for one of them ; forgot them as soon as they 
were out of sight ; but ihis^ ah, this is reality ! 
I wonder if she'll believe me when I tell her 
that I've never loved a woman before ! I 
suppose it's the stereotyped way of making 
love, but it isn't every man of seven-and- 
twenty that can lay his hand on his heart, and 
swear truthfully that it never beat for any 
other woman. Ah ! if she could say the 
same ; but even if she didn't love her hus- 
band, she was no less his wife. I wonder if 
she did love him, and who and what he was. 
I daresay some horrid brute, that they forced 
her to marry. I shouldn't wonder if he 
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drank, possibly died of delirium tremens \ 
well, T can't quarrel with the poor devil for 
dying ; he did nie a kind turn there ; evidently 
her life has been a sorrowful one, and she at 
all events has no pleasing memories of her 
husband, that's a comfort. I think if I am to 
maiTy a widow, that it's all for the best that ' 
her first husband was a brute, or she might 
be bringing up memories of his perfection to 
me, and I couldn't stand that — sweet Inez — 
how could any man ill-treat you ? I wonder 
if he ever beat her ? I daresay he was brute 
enough even for that. Still she has a wed- 
ding ring on her finger. Sweet, forgiving 
angelj not to have thrown it into the fire. I 
suppose she'll take it off when I put one 
there. By the bye, I wonder what widows 
do with the old wedding rings ? I'll ask my 
mother what's the correct thing ; perhaps the 
second husband wears them. . Well, I don't 
want to shock any rules of decency, but I 
really do not think that I could bring myself 
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to wear my widow's, no, not my widow's ; 
how is it — I must do it on my fingers like 
Lord Dundreary ; let me see, my wife's first 
husband's wedding ring ; yes, that's it, I 
could not wear my wife's first husband's 
wedding ring. How lovely she must have 
' looked in her widow's cap !" 

All this, and a great deal more of the non- 
sense that men in love think and express, was 
rambling in Reginald's heart. He was " in 
for it" now, and beyond any hope of being 
cured ; the disease must run its course, and 
either kill or cure in due time. 

There was no stable to his mother's house, 
so his horses had been sent down to the nearest 
hotel stables. He had ordered the groom to 
call at Emerald Bank, at a quarter to four, 
but long before the appointed hour, he was 
fussing and fidgetting lest they should be late. 
At last he arrived at Fern Lodge, and pacing 
about in the garden, he foimd Mrs. Church- 
hiU. 
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Most women who are not very stout, and 
who possess a tolerably small round waist, 
and tolerably flat back, look well in a riding 
habit, but what costume so perfectly becoming 
to a beautiful figure ? None, Eeginald 
thought, as he glanced at his fair companion. 
A dark cloth habit, fitting to perfection, and 
displaying the graceful outline of her sylph- 
like form, a high black hat with a little veil 
tied at the back with two long drooping ends, 
a small plain linen collar, fastened with a 
gold stud, and a tie of the most brilliant blue 
completed her toilette. There was but one 
thing wanting ; Eeginald was ready to supply 
that — she had no whip, but he held one in his 
hand for her, such a little beauty of a whip ; 
ivory, with a very broad band of gold, studded 
with turquoise, which formed the initials of 
her name. The handle was concluded with 
the head of a horse, with a bridle and fore- 
head band of turquoise. He hoped that she 
would allow him to present her with this whip. 
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as she had none. Of course he could not 
know, and you may be quite sure that she did 
not inform him, that she had several whips in 
her possession, but being fond of receiving 
presents, she had fully intended that he should 
give her another, therefore made her appear- 
ance without one, but showed extreme sur- 
prise at it when it did appear. The horse was 
brought forwards, and Reginald, who piqued 
himself on his skill in mounting a lady, held 
out his hands to receive the beautiful little foot, 
which was very liberally displayed during the 
process, as she scarcely touched his hand, and 
flew into her saddle like a shuttle-cock. Regi- 
nald had always imagined that Black Prince 
was very quiet ; what was his astonishment to 
see him in another moment on his hind legs, 
rearing frightfully I But the fair Amazon 
showed neither fear nor surprise ; she never 
moved, but patted his beautiful neck with her 
small white gloved hand, and called him a 
playful darling. Of course she did not inform 

H 5 
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Keginald that the rearing was produced by a 
little knack of her own, as was also a violent 
fit of kicking which occurred soon afterwards, 
both of which terrified and astonished her 
companion, but with which she declared .her- 
self highly pleased. 

They chose for their ride a long strip of 
common, which lies at the base of the range 
of hills which join that known to Malvernites 
as the Hereford Beacon — very lonely — but 
Eeginald purposely chose that route — it was 
not the stereotyped ride of the hosts of ladies 
and gentlemen who go out in parties, clad (I 
mean the ladies) in most motley garments. 
A skirt goes with the hired horse, but there is 
more difficulty about the " body ;" however, 
females are quick at invention, and poor indeed 
must be that wardrobe which cannot furnish 
some sort of a jacket, be it cloth, velvet, or 
plush, which may serve for the nonce. But 
this common did not apparently find favour 
among the equestrians, so it was the desert 
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where Reginald found " one fair spirit for his 
minister," and never was he so happy. He 
felt as if he had only now begun to live, and 
so it was — the principal part, the heart, had 
but lately stirred with the breath of life — 
long had it slept, unconscious of the happiness 
and glory for which it was created; like 
Adam, he had slept, and he woke to find an 
Eve I Paradise itself was not paradise till 
woman entered it, and Reginald wondered 
how he could ever have lived so long, and 
fancied himself so happy, and yet never ex- 
perienced till now, the one stray beam of 
Eden's glory, which still lights up this dreary 
world. 

They rode on till Mrs. Churchill at length 
suggested their return, and very reluctant 
Reginald was to follow her advice, but she 
insisted on it. 

" I conclude this horse can fence," said she. 

" The man who sold him shall be prose- 
cuted for obtaining money under false 
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pretences, if , he can't/' said Eeginald ; 
"but I know nothing of his power from per- 
sonal experience, for I have only had him a 
few weeks ; but I ordered him to be sent down 
to you, because the wife of a brother ofl&cer 
has ridden him, and pronounced him quiet." 

"I consider such a speech an insult to my 
horsewomanship," said Mrs. Churchill. " If 
there's any one thing I hate more than another 
it is a quiet horse I — it's as bad as a well- 
disposed man ! both of them stupid, tame 
animals — not at all in my style — don't look 
shocked, I mean what I say-" 

" Not altogether, I hope," said Eeginald, 
rather gravely, for the manner as well as the 
words were objectionable in a woman whom 
he wished to think perfection. 

She saw she had gone a little too far, and 
changed the conversation. 

" Well, I shall try that brook before us ;" 
so saying, she struck the horse slightly with 
her whip, and he went full speed at the ditch, 
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which was of considerable width. As she 
neared it, she threw herself slightly back, and 
landed on the other side, without having stirred 
an inch in her saddle. 

*^ Brava I splendid I " cried Reginald, as his 
horse took the brook in a gallant style, and 
they rode side by side across the field at full 
speed. 

" Now for that bank," cried Mrs. Churchill. 

** No, DO I " cried Reginald, " let me go over 
first and see what there is on the other side,'' 
and he dashed on before her, but at this mo- 
ment his hat fell ofi^, and not thinking that she 
intended taking the bank before him, he 
jumped ofi^, and having recovered his hat, 
was on his horse again in a moment ; but 
she had passed him, and when he again rode 
to the fence, she had taken it, and to his hor- 
ror the horse was careering, full gallop, across 
the next field ; but where was his rider ? 
Reginald was almost paralysed with terror I 
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He dared not take the bank, fearing that his 
horse might jump on her. 

The place where she had chosen to cross was 
a gap ; and the rest of the bank was planted 
with a hedge several feet high; but there 
was no time to look for a place where a 
horse could get over ; so dismounting, he 
hastily tied the animal to a stump, and 
springing on the top of the bank, he dis- 
covered Mrs. Churchill lying motionless at 
the bottom of the deep but dry ditch at the 
other side. He had her in his arms in a 
moment ; and laid her on the grass. She 
did not move — her eyes were closed ; but 
what puzzled him most, was the brilliant 
colour that was in her cheeks. Of course, it 
never entered into his head that this colour 
was derived from any artificial source; her 
objection to bright sunshine, and her tendency 
to a veil, had never aroused a suspicion in his 
mind of the truth ; and even now, when she 
lay before him — her hat and veil oflF, and a 
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brilliant display of rouge on her cheeks, he 
was actually stupid and blind enough to be 
utterly ignorant of the cause of this pheno- 
menon ; but love is proverbially blind. 

It terrified him even more than if she had 
been pale. 

" Good heavens I *' he said ; "this must be 
something more than mere fainting I women 
turn white when they faint ; but she must be 
stunned ; or have a rush of blood to the 
head." 

Wild ideas of bleeding had hovered in his 
brain ; there was not a drop of water in the 
ditch — the long continuance of dry weather 
had emptied every pool and stream. What 
should he do ? he knelt down beside her ; he 
took oflF her gloves — he rubbed her hands, 
and pressed them to his lips ; they were cold 
as ice — her pulse was scarcely perceptible; 
he was in an agony ; he dared not leave her, 
there was not a house, a human being in sight; 
he called — he shouted till he was hoarse ; 
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nothing was heard but the echo of his own 
voice, which the hills sent mockingly back. 
His heart beat so violently with emotion that 
he could scarcely stand ; he lifted her oflF the 
ground ; how cold and rigid she felt — an 
awful dread rushed into his soul ; he almost 
fancied her dead I At this moment a light 
breeze rose, and came stealing across the 
common — shaking the leaves of the trees as 
it passed. 

Eeginald took her in his arms and turned 
her face towards the wind. It played with 
her long dark hair, which fell like a veil over 
him, as he held her head on his shoulder. 
The cold air roused her ; and with a shiver, 
and a slight sigh — she opened those beautiful 
eyes, which Eeginald in his agony had almost 
begun to think were closed for ever, 

" What has happened ? " she said, in a 
faint, indistinct voice. 

" You have had a fall and terrified me to 
death I " said Eeginald, and he was as pale 
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as if he too had serious intentions of fainting ; 
" but I must try and carry you somewhere 
where you can lie down." 

*' Oh I no — I shall be better in a few 
minutes/' replied she ; " but if I tire you, 
let me lie down on the grass." 

"Tire me?" cried Eeginald; and he 
looked at her with an expression that spoke 
volumes. 

" It is most unfortunate," he continued, 
" that there is not a drop of water near ; 
otherwise I migbt have thrown it over your 
face and recovered you sooner." 

*' Possibly you might have killed me had 
you done so," said she with surprising 
animation. 

** Killed you?" said Eeginald, with horror ; 
mentally returning thanks for the long 
drought which had preserved him from the 
crime of woman-slaughter. 

"Yes," repeated Mrs. Churchill, with a 
very solemn voice, yet a slight something 
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which induced Reginald to imagine that she 
had a tendency to hysterics ; " did you not 
remark a peculiarity about me ? " 

"Yes," said Reginald ; "you did not turn 
pale, as I have seen women generally do, and 
that frightened me even more." 

"And with good cause," repeated Mrs. 
Churchill ; still very solemnly. " When a 
woman faints, and yet still retains her colour, 
it is a sure sign of tendencies to which water 
on the head or face would be fatal — ^promise 
me, that if ever I faint or become insensible, 
when you are present, that you will never 
allow water to be put near me." 

"I hope and trust," said Reginald, fer- 
vently; "that I may never undergo the agony 
that I have felt thi» day, as long as I live ; 
my nerves are so shaken that I feel as if I 
could scarcely support myself," (and yet he 
had sufficient strength to support her) I 

" And now I must try and get home," she 
said; "but how that is to be managed I 
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wonder — for I see no signs of * Black 
Prince; " 

" I daresay he is comfortably in his stable 
by this time. The only thing that you can 
do is to mount my horse, and I will lead 
him," said Eeginald ; " or if you cannot sit 
on him, I must get on and hold you before 
me ; this is no time for ceremonies — you look 
scarcely able to stand ; and we have at least 
two or three miles to Malvern Wells, where 
you can get into a carriage.'' 

So Eeginald lifted her on his horse— and 
springing up behind her, he held her on, his 
arm round her waist. At last they reached 
the high road — and there stood Black Prince, 
making himself very much at home, with some 
young horses, who were turned out on the com- 
mon, and condescending to share their meal off 
the short sweet grass of part of a field which 
had been lately meadowed, and was throwing 
up tufts of delicious clover ; and which must 
have formed a pleasing contrast to the dry hay 
and oats of his luxurious stable. He was soon 
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captured; and Mrs. Churchill declared herself 
quite able to ride home ; and in due time 
they reached Fern Lodge — where Keginald 
lifted her off her horse, and carried her into 
the house and laid her on the sofa. 

There was a packet of letters lying on the 
table, which had arrived by the second post ; 
and which had been delivered soon after they 
had started on their ridie. Reginald could 
not but remark how she changed countenance 
as her eye fell on one letter, the postmark of 
which he could not help seeing was "Baden." 
She saw the expression which passed across 
his face, and immediately said : 

" Ah, there is the letter that I have been 
looking for, the letters which are the only 
comforts which I have in my lonely state. 
You who have a mother and friends, Captain 
Douglas, cannot perhaps understand the de- 
voted affection which I feel for an only sister, 
whose sympathy and love are all I have left 
on earth. ' 

How Reginald longed to offer her his love 
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and sympathy ! but he feared that to do so, 
after so short an aquaintance, might be con- 
sidered as a mockery, so he swallowed the 
words which had risen to his lips, and stood 
there, feeling (and I must add) looking very 
awkward. Mrs. Churchill was rather 
hysterical behind her pocket handkerchief, 
but presently she raised her head, and he saw 
that she was crying. Now this lady was one 
of those individuals who somehow or other 
contrive to have a plentiful supply of tears on 
all occasions. Some women appear to be 
clever at "hydraulics" of this kind, and have 
a " forcing pump" on the premises, by which 
they can at any moment, and on any occasion, 
on the shortest possible notice, convert them- 
selves into " Niobes," and produce an enormous 
amount of tears. Such tears are capable of 
producing great eflfects. 

** What lost the world, and bade a hero fly ? 
The timid tear in Cleopatra's ejeJ* 

Nor is the "soft triumvir" a solitary speci- 
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men — few men (husbands excepted I) are 
tear proof. " Beauty in tears" has been a 
theme of admiration since the first woman 
who ever wept with effect, gava the prescrip- 
tion to the female world. No doubt Eve 
herself sometimes " tried it on" with our first 
great ancestor, though I am not aware 
that history alludes to the fact; but 
she was a woman, and no doubt used a 
woman's weapons. However, it is one of the 
many facts which are more effective in 
theory than practice ! for " beauty in tears," 
is, when reduced to practice, a woman with a 
red nose and swollen eyes I A woman who 
can cry genuinely, and from the heart, without 
these unbecoming results, should be placed 
under a glass case, and ticketed " unique." 
]iut Mrs. Churchill's tears were neither 
genuine nor from the heart, therefore she did 
not possess the results before alluded to. 
They did not flow from emotions that she felt, 
but were put on to feign what she did not 
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feel ; they were not the real genuine article, 
but they did just as well for her purpose, and 
unless they were put to the proof, no one 
could find out their falseness, and happily for 
Aer, nobody had yet invented a lackryma 
meter. 

But it was getting late, and Mrs. Churchill 
smiling through her tears (a rainbow eflfect), 
giving her hand to Reginald, said 

" My precious letter must be my excuse for 
driving you away ; but you will let me ride 
' Black Prince' to-morrow, will you not?" 

" Woul d she trust herself to him again ; 
and would she be well enough ?" 

" Oh, yes, and quite ready at four to- 
morrow." 

And so he tore himself away. 

" Dear me I'' exclaimed the fair Inez. 
" How tiresomely in love that boy is. I 
thought he would never go away, and my 
precious Karl's letter unopened all this time I 
My darling sister's letter, I mean." And she 
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burst into a fit of laughter at her deception. 
** How amused Karl would be/' she con- 
tinued, '' at doing duty as my sister. He has 
passed as my brother before now, certainly, 
but this is a new relationship." 

Day after day flew by, and weeks passed 
on, while Eeginald had but one thought. It 
was an all-absorbing passion I Inez Churchill 
was the one object, which occupied his whole 
heart and imagination. Her image was never 
absent from him for a moment. When he 
slept his dreams were of her, and an airy 
shape which took her form, and had her 
haunting eyes, was hovering above him, and 
floating around him. When he was in her 
presence, his whole being seemed estranged 
from all other things ; and when absent from 
her, he lived over again in imagination the 
hours spent with her and recalled each word, 
each look. Nothing else seemed to interest 
him. Politics, regimental news, all had lost 
their charm. His mother was grieved, she 
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scarcely knew why, but though she had 
always been anxious for her son to marry, 
there was something she could not account 
for, that she disliked, in the idea of Mrs. 
Churchill. She had never seen her, for 
though she had volunteered to call on her 
when she first came, and her son had received 
the proposal with delight, she soon saw that 
evidently the lady herself had not wished it, 
and though Eeginald made some sort of ex- 
cuse, it was very clear that he had mentioned 
her intentions to Mrs. Churchill, and that she 
had, for some reason or other, not been 
anxious for it. Now this rather put up Mrs. 
Douglas's back; she had not much of the 
feline character ; but this trait belongs to most 
human beings, and may possibly be one of the 
connecting, though not generally acknow- 
ledged links, between the human and feline 
tribes I Now there are few things more dis- 
gusting to one's pride than to find, that after 
you have made up your mind to do some- 

VOL. I. I 
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thing very disagreeable, and it has taken a 
great gulp to swallow this very bitter pill, 
that you don't receive the slightest thanks for 
your trouble, and after you've made quite a 
martyr of yourself, suddenly to find out that 
nobody wants you to be a martyr at all. I 
know nothing that takes one down so com- 
pletely, and that makes the biggest man or 
woman feel so small I 

So poor Mrs. Douglas, who with all her 
perfections, was, after all, but human, didn't 
feel very much more friendly than before, 
when she saw plainly from her son's manner, 
that Mrs. Churchill had virtually declined 
her. She saw too, that Reginald was vexed, 
and I am afraid that she felt rather pleased to 
find out that fact, which was very unchristian I 
He never spoke of her, but she could see 
that his whole heart was full of her — the 
whole tone of his life seemed changed. He 
talked of getting old, and being tired of the 
army — talked of settling at Henleigh — no 
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longer pitied those of his friends who were 
married. lu fact, a thousand little things 
clearly proved to his mother, that he was se- 
riously thinking of taking the final plunge, 
and commiting matrimony ! 

Each day, when she heard his light step 
and merry whistle, as he hurried in with only 
just time to dress for dinner, she expected him 
to tell her that he had done the deed. She 
often wondered to herself what he could be 
waiting for. What was he waiting for? Well 
he often asked himself that question. There, 
was something that somehow or other drew 
him back; he could not define it, but he felt 
it. He knew that he adored her ; he had 
every reason to think that his love was re- 
turned ; and yet, though every day he went 
with the full intention of putting the most 
important question that a man can put to a 
woman, and that a dozen times a day the 
words rose from his heart to his lips, some- 
thing undefined, yet powerful, always drove 

I 2 
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them back again. She evidently avoided such 
a crisis, not (as he could not hide from him- 
self) from the natural feeling that a woman 
experiences, when she expects a declaration 
of love, even from the man from Tvhom 
she most wishes it, that sort of intuitive feeling 
which will often lead her to avoid it, and to 
bring forward a hundred other subjects to 
hide the one principal one. It was not this 
feeling, but rather seenred to arise from a 
difficulty of giving an answer to the question. 
He reasoned over the matter a thousand times 
in his own heart, and at last came to the con- 
clusion, that she had been so unhappy in her 
first marriage, that she would scarcely bring 
herself to consent to the chance of another 
equally wretched union. 

This was a very comfortable conclusion, 
and he fully persuaded himself that her heart 
was torn with contending emotions. First 
there was (he fancied,) her love for himself; 
then, on the other hand, there was her miser- 
able experience. He loved her with all the 
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depth and passion of a first love — such a love 
as a man can feel but once — a love which has 
one charm, that no succeeding attachment, 
however strong, can ever possess — a charm 
which has an all powerful attraction to man, — 
the charm of novelty ! The new, strange, and 
hitherto unknown power, which comes to the 
newly-awakened heart with such irresistible 
spell I This no second love can ever possess I 
the first fresh feeling which cannot even un- 
derstand or realize the possibility of change, 
either in itself or in what it loves. Alas ! 
how soon is that knowledge sometimes forced 
upon the heart, which till it sees in unmis- 
takable characters the bitter truth can scarcely 
believe it I This feeling the heart can know 
but once. It may love again, forget, and 
be happy ; but the trusting confidence which 
made the brightest jewel in that blessed, 
glorious, life-giving 

" Crown of all humanity " — 

has paled for ever, and lost its pristine 
beauty and brightness. 
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In Eeginald's heart this first fresh feeling 
reigned triumphant ; he was certain of his 
own devotion and constancy, and, therefore, 
never doubted those of her whom he loved. 
He never had been deceived, therefore he 
never even imagined the possibility of it. It 
is only the heart that has once experienced 
it that knows and realizes it. Happy are 
those who never have known such shipwreck 
of their youth and hopes, who have never 
freighted a vessel with all the treasures of 
life, and seen it go down, and the waters close 
over it I 

A man is generally doubtful of the issue of 
love flflfairs till he has put it beyond all 
doubt. He cannot be quite certain that a 
woman loves him till he hears the blissful 
words from her own lips ; possibly this un- 
certainty makes half the pleasure, but still it 
must be unsatisfactory — and Reginald felt it 
so. Each day he resolved to terminate his sus- 
pense, and yet each day he found himself 
railing at his own cowardice; and the im* 
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portant words that were to decide tlie happi- 
ness or misery of his future life unspoken. 
Did she love him ? that was the question. 
She allowed him to pass hours by her side. 
She played to him, she sang to him; she 
leaned on his arm when they walked; she 
allowed him to give her presents. But then, 
I think I said before, she had a weakness in 
that particular. She let him speak to her in 
language that no woman could misunderstand; 
allowed him to say everything but the plain 
words — **I love youT' and those she well 
knew were trembling on his tongue, and were 
only withheld from gushing forth in a stream 
of eloquence, by her own will, and only 
checked by her. 

All this Beginald went over in his heart, 
and still came back to the same words, 
** Does she love me?" He could not conceal 
from himself, tightly as the little god had 
bound the handkerchief round his eyes, that 
there was a mystery about her; he knew 
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notliing of her antecedents, her very country 
he was ignorant of; sometimes she half 
confessed herself Spanish, then at another 
time she laughed at him for believing her 
when she told him so. 

Friends she appeared to have none. She 
never spoke of any relations, except the day 
when she received the letter from her sister. 
Where had her life been passed ? she knew 
nothing apparently of England, and was 
utterly ignorant of places that every English 
child is acquainted with. Then her educa- 
tion—she was accomplished, played and sang 
gloriously, but the every-day information 
that every well-educated English woman has 
received, she was utterly deficient in. Then 
what was her religion ? It might have been 
what the Irishman described as " what your 
honour pleases,'' for she went neither to 
church nor chapel. Eeginald had seen her 
sometimes wear a beautiful rosary, but how 
could he tell whether she wore it as an orna- 
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ment, or as an emblem of religion ? Once 
or twice he had been shocked at remarks she 
had made, but she had such a knack of 
mixing up truth and falsehood, and pretend- 
ing such surprise at being thought in earnest 
when she said those kind of things, that he 
hardly knew what to think about her. One 
thing he much disapproved of, and that was 
her utter neglect of her child ; certainly she 
was most uninteresting, awkward, and over- 
grown. She looked sixteen at least, but her 
mother was everlastingly lamenting, that 
though not thirteen, she was nearly as tall as 
herself. She appeared quite uneducated, and 
ran wild about the garden in frocks, which 
were ridiculously short for a girl of her 
appearance, if not of her age. Once or twice 
Keginald, who felt that he should stand "in 
loco parentis " to this uninteresting young 
female, gently suggested to her mother some 
pains being taken with her education, but the 
bare allusion set the " hydraulic machines '' 

I 5 
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going, and produced floods of tears almost 
sufficient to float the contents of the room I 
Eeginald was puzzled, but woman's tears 
were new to him, and he had not yet learned 
that the deepest sorrow does not easily find 
vent in tears ; so he measured the amount of 
the distress by the amount of lachrymal 
displayed, and was pained to think what 
bitter recollections and associations must have 
caused such emotion. Then he was puzzled 
as to her probable pecuniary affairs. She 
seemed to have everything that money could 
give, her rooms were full of beautiful and 
costly articles; her dress was generally 
simple, but she occasionally wore jewellery 
of great value. He had seen a most magni- 
ficent dressing-box, with gold fittings, and 
many other expensive and valuable things ; 
possibly these were presents, but if so, from 
whom had they been received? She often 
said that she had not a friend in the world. 
Here was another enigma I not a friend in the 
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world, yet he saw piles of letters almost daily 
arrive, and with all this apparent wealth and 
luxury she was constantly alluding to her 
poverty, once or twice so pointedly, that 
Beginald felt sure that she meant him to 
offer to assist her. But though he would 
have laid his last farthing at her feet, he 
shrank from offering to do so ; he was too 
refined to bear the idea of putting her under 
an obligation to him, and worried himself as 
to how he could arrange it so that she might 
not know who was the lender. Evidently 
there was something which she wished to 
hide, some " arrifere pens^e " which she did 
not care to reveal. She always seemed very 
guarded in alluding to anything that 
concerned her past life. If he asked her if 
she had ever met such and such persons, she 
always seemed to weigh over in her mind 
the probable consequences of her answer, 
before she gave it. She had evidently lived 
much abroad, but she maintained a profound 
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silence as to the places she had visited, or 
had lived in. She possessed such wonderful 
tact, and such a knack of turning the tide of 
any conversation which she wished to change, 
that it was quite impossible to know whether 
it was done purposely or not ; and frequently 
Eeginald himself, blinded as he was by his 
all engrossing passion for her, and fascinated 
by her beauty and her charms, could not 
avoid a painful sense that she was wanting in 
truth. Her influence over him was unbounded, 
but still he felt, though he tried to hide it 
from himself, that the influence was not an 
elevating one. He was not a religious man, 
but he had a respect and admiration for holy 
things ; and it often pained him to hear the 
light manner in which Mrs. Churchill spoke 
of matters which he had been taught to 
venerate. He thought of his mother — of her 
pure and holy religion — he remembered the 
days of childhood, when he had knelt at her 
knees, and lisped forth his childish prayers. 
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The thought sometimes entered into his mind, 
** If this woman becomes my wife, and the 
mother of my children, will she be to them 
what my mother has been to me?" 

And a voice that he could not silence, 
answered ** No I" As I said before, he was 
not a religious man ; but whatever a man is, 
he invariably thinks that a woman should be 
good, and he thought, as all men, even the 
worst, do on this subject ; but in spite of all 
these doubts, his love was so intense, and the 
spells that she had cast round him were so 
powerful, that he silenced the voice which 
spoke in warning tones, and was content to 
take on trust a woman, whom, had he been 
an uninterested person, and seen a friend 
about to do what he was doing, he would 
have been the first to condemn. Oh, how 
fatally powerful is the influence of a bad 
woman! No mortal power can break the 
spells which she can cast over even the wisest 
of men! Here was a sensible, honourable, 
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high-principled man, and yet this Delilah 
held him so enthralled, that he was weak as a 
child in her hands. Yes, he would take her 
on trust I Would he have bought a horse on 
the same terms ? Now, would any man take 
a horse " on trust," even if his best friend of- 
f ered to stand godfather to the animal, and be 
responsible for his turning out well ? Not a 
bit of it ! What a serious and important in- 
terview there would be with the " vet !'' What 
trotting him over rough ground to make sure 
that there was no incipient lameness ! — what 
express injunctions to the ** vet" to take hia 
shoes oflF, to examine the possible existence of 
" Corns " — what feeling the legs to make sure 
he was not *' throwing out splints " — what 
poking and peeping into his eyes — what ex- 
aminations of his teeth — what strict inquiry 
into his pedigree — and all this about a horse, 
the good or the bad turning out of which 
would only be a matter of pounds, shillings, 
and pence (though after all the world is 
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governed by £ s. d.), and yet a man will 
*' take on trust " the woman to whose keep- 
ing he gives his happiness and his honour, to 
whom he gives the sacred title of wife, who is 
to be his companion through life, whose, influ- 
ence for good or evil may last not only for 
time, but for eternity ! My lords and gentle- 
men, is not this a little inconsistent ? 

But Eeginald had passed the Eubicon, and 
there was no turning back ; he was on the top 
of the slippery precipice, and lie must slide 
down. But the crisis of his life was at hand, 
though he saw it not, and not the faintest 
breeze stirred to announce the coming stornK 
All was calm and peacefiil; but it was the 
hush that precedes the whirlwind — the treach- 
erous calm that is soon to be followed by the 
earthquake. 
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CHAPTER V. 



The time had flowa by on such rosy wings, 
that Eeginald had scarcely perceived its flight, 
and was utterly astonished when one morning 
at breakfast his mother reminded him of the 
disagreeable fact that scarcely a week re- 
mained of his leave. 

There was no time to be lost. He must 
speak; he could not leave Malvern without 
hearing his fate. His birthday would be on 
the third day ; he determined that on that day 
he would put the decisive question, on which 
he thought that his whole future life would 
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depend. He was a little superstitious, or 
rather he had great faith in coincidences. His 
first pony had been given him on a birthday ; 
his commission had arrived on a birthday; 
and several other matters which were impor- 
tant had occurred on that day. There was no 
doubt about his having been bom on a birth- 
day ; who could gainsay that fact ? Then it 
was equally certain that he had come of age 
on a birthday ! In fact, he made out that 
most of the important events which had 
taken place in his life had occun'ed on a birth- 
day, and what event so important as the re- 
ftising or accepting of his hand and heart can 
occur in a man's life, especially when the two 
articles go together, and have never been 
offered before ? What day so suitable as the 
one on which he had been bom into the 
world, to be the day on which he should 
enter upon a new life, of which the happiness 
which he now enjoyed — was but a foretaste ? 
when he should hear the confirmation of his 
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hopes from the lips of her whom he adored, 
and could breathe to her those passionate 
strains of eloquent love, which had so long 
been struggling to burst forth, and which it 
had cost him so much to hide ; but which, 
though his lips had been silent, had shone 
forth almost as eloquently from his eyes. 
They spoke in language that he could not 
control. 

" The lips that guard the secret best, 
In vain would keep the eyes from telling.** 

Of course he would speak ; what man who 
wished to be accepted would write? How 
could he put all his passionate words on 
paper ? No, no ; if a man wishes to prosper, 
let him take a word of advice from a woman, 
and speak I 

A few words straight fi'om the heart will 
do more than a dozen sheets of the best 
cream-laid, perfumed, crested, monogramed, 
paper, covered with the most elaborate lan- 
guage. Of course, if a man have the dread- 



A HEART TWICE WON. 187 

fill disadvantage of stuttering, and cannot get 
out the important words, there is nothing left 
for him but to write; or if he squints, and 
cannot help out any verbal deficiency, with 
the '' language of the eyes," he, too, must use 
the pen. But for a man who had, like Eegi- 
nald, the full use of his tongue, and of his 
ejes ^such eyes too), there was no necessity 
for writing. There are other disadvantages, 
too, in writing ; (these are " pro bono pub- 
lico ; " and do not eflfect my hero 1) Matters 
must be put in black and white, and there is 
time for the fair recipient to think over the 
aflfair. She may possibly carry her ideas of 
filial duty so far as to show the letter to 
*' mater familias" before deciding; and she 
may have equally strong ideas of conjugal 
duty. So she carries the imfortunate letter 
to " pater familias," who, of course, passes 
over, with an unfeeling *' fudge I" all your 
high-flown sentiments of " undying affection, 
blissful poverty," &c., &c. ; and requests to 
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see that part of the epistle wherein the suitor 
mentions his means, alludes to ^^ settlements^ 
pin-money/' and other mundane, and unro- 
m antic matters which you have forgotten to 
mention. But alone with the "object of your 
aflfections/' you can ignore these little af- 
fairs altogether — " strike home" after the 
manner of " true Britons " — can bring pro- 
testations, vows, and even (when very Hard 
pressed, but I do not recommend this 
except in extreme cases) allow a "tear to 
wet your manly cheek," and in cases of great 
obduracy can go down on one knee — ^possi- 

« 

bly it may be necessary to bring both to bear 
— and as a last final stroke, can produce a 
pistol (of course not loaded), and threaten 
suicide ! But just fancy how absurd all this 
would be on paper 1 You can't draw a por- 
trait of yourself on your knees, neither can 
you enclose a pistol in your letter, for you 
might be prosecuted by the Post Office autho- 
rities, and the postage of the parcel would be 
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rather high ! So, manly reader, if you are 
intending matrimony, speak, and do not 
write I 

On the day but one before the all-impor- 
tant birthday, Mrs. Douglas received by the 
early post a letter from her brother. Sir 
Lionel Beresford, telling her that as he was 
going down to visit some property he had 
some intentions of buying in Herefordshire, 
he would pay her a visit " en passant," and 
would be at Emerald Bank that evening in 
time for dinner. He had been many years in 
India with his regiment, and had only left the 
army a short time. Some early attachment 
and disappointment bad given him a dislike 
to any life but a stirring one; so though pos- 
sessed of an extremely good fortune, he had 
continued in the army till lately. He was a 
fine soldier-like looking man, excellent and 
kind-hearted, but apt to get into a rage, and 
all but swear (he never did quite) at any one 
who offended or annoyed him. He was 
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rather of the genus " fussy," and was most 
tiresomely punctual. He was in a fever if 
kept waiting for anything or for anybody, 
and must have worn out more than the usual 
amount of watch chains allotted to man, so 
constantly was he pulling out his watch — an 
immensely ugly, but immensely valuable 
article, which if cut up into fashionably sized 
watches, would have provided a large circle 
of friends with one each, and whose tick 
could be heard into the next room. He was 
devoted to Reginald, and had announced his 
intention of making him his heir. 

He arrived that same evening, and was 
much annoyed to find that his colossal watch 
had by some melancholy event got its glass 
broken. He was very plaintive about this 
misfortune, and of course so valuable an ar- 
ticle could not be trusted in the hands of any 
but a London watchmaker. Reginald, who 
had neither respect nor affection for this pon- 
derous " warming-pan " (as he used to style 
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it in private) thought, it was rather fortunate 
that it was not to be given to a watchmaker 
at Malvern, as he felt perfectly certain that 
there Was not a glass in the whole village large 
enough to cover its enormous face, so it was 
to be sent back to London next day. 

Sir Lionel was late at dinner, and again 
at breakfast next morning, which he attri- 
buted to his not having his beloved watch. 
After breakfast he announced that he had 
letters to write — 'important ones for India — 
but was in a terrible state of fuss when he 
discovered that his servant had forgotten to 
pack up his writing-case. 

Now, Sir Lionel was one of those people 
who can't write with ease and pleasure, un- 
less they have their own pens, their own 
paper, even their own ink. But here he was 
with a mass of valuable and important cor- 
respondence on hand, and not one of these 
things had he. He fussed about, tried all 
the pens in the inkstands in the drawing- 
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room, abused them, split most of them, threw 
them all down, and as he was too tidy to 
leave them there, he nearly brought on an 
apoplectic attack by picking them all up 
again. He took some little time to recover 
all this, and finally discovered a pen which 
he thought would do. But now, where was 
the paper to come from ? Indian paper he 
must have. Mrs. Douglas was very busily 
engaged with a new book, and wished her 
brother would not worry her about his Indian 
paper. 

" I havn't a sheet in my possession, dear 
Lionel; but the Indian mail won't go out 
for some days; can't you wait? besides, we 
can get some for you when any one goes 
out." 

" Procrastination is the thief of time, and 
punctuality is the soul of business, as two 
copy-heads set forth," said Sir Lionel ; "if 
I do not write my letters now, something may 
occur to prevent my doing so." 
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"Well/* said Mrs. Douglas; "perhaps 
there's some in that blotting-book near you ; 
it is Reginald's, and I saw him put some in 
there the other day." 

" But, perhaps he won't like my hunting 
his book over ; there may be private corres- 
pondence there," said his uncle. 

" Ah, you may be sure he doesn't keep his 
secrets in an open blotting-book, for the 
housemaids to peruse," said his mother. 

So Sir Lionel opened the case; and out 
fell the whole contents on the floor. " Con- 
found the things," cried he, and down he 
went on his knees to pick up a heterogeneous 
mass of articles; fishing flies, hooks, envelopes, 
paper, pens, pencils, and no end of things. 
At last they were all restored to the case. 

" There's something under that little table," 
said Mrs. Douglas. 

" Well, I can't reach it,"gasped Sir Lionel. 
"Stop! rilgetthe tongs." 

So saying, after a great deal of futile 
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endeavour to induce the tongs to close on the 
article, he brought it forth. 

" Bless me/' cried Sir Lionel ; " it's a 
picture that I've been treating bo disrespect- 
fully ; let's see who it is," and he stepped to 
the window to examine it. It was the * carte 
de visite/ which Mrs. Churchill had given 
Reginald originally ; but he did not like it ; 
so she had given him another — and he had 
brought this down from his own room to give 
back to her; and had slipped it into the 
blotting-book and forgotten it. Her name 
was written under it. 

"Inez Churchill ! " said Sir Lionel; "how 
came that woman's picture here ? " 

But Mrs. Douglas had not heard the excla- 
mation. 

"Adela," said her brother; "how came 
that picture here?" and he held it before 
her. 

" It's Mrs. Churchill I " said Mrs. Douglas. 

"Mrs. Churchill I " cried Sir Lionel ; "and 
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how in heaven's name came her picture in 
my nephew's book? Where did he know 
her?" 

" She is here," said Mrs. Douglas, turning 
deadly pale — for she saw that some dreadful 
revelation was at hand. 

" Here ! " cried her brother ; " does Regi- 
nald know her ? " 

"Oh, Lionel 1" said Mrs. Douglas, bursting 
into tears; "for God's. sake, tell me if there 
is any awful mystery connected with that 
woman — or if it has been a false and unjust 
prejudice that makes me so averse to Regi- 
nald's marrying her." 

'^ Reginald's marrying Mrs. Churchill ! " 
cried Sir Lionel, staring at his sister, as if he 
misunderstood her words. 

" Yes,' ' cried his sister between her sobs ; 
" it will come to that — ^he adores her, and 
from what he has hinted, I feel sure that he 
is resolved to propose to her to-morrow.'' 

" Do you mean to me tell that Reginald 
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Douglas is about to commit bigamy ? " said 
Sir Lionel ; " doesn't he know that her un- 
happy broken-hearted husband is in India ? " 

'* Her husband I " cried Mrs, Douglas. 
"God help my poor darling boy — she has 
represented herself as a widow." 

"That woman I do believe is the devil 
himself — in female form/^ said Sir Lionel. 

" But what's to be done now, can my 
child be saved? his infatuation is so terribly 
strong that nothing will take him from her/' 
said his unhappy mother. 

" He must be saved from that woman at all 
risks — there is but one way. I will go to her 
— I have one powerful hold over her — a 
golden chain which is omnipotent. I hold in 
my possession letters which I can use fatally 
against her. It is just possible that she does not 
love Eeginald. She is as heartless as she is 
vile ; if she does love him, God help him ; for 
she will ruin him as she has done so many. 
Only yesterday I received a letter from poor 
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Churchill about her — ^he has been advised to 
get a divorce, but he cannot bring himself to 
do it. Shameless as her conduct has been, 
(small part of it that he knows, poor fellow), 
I believe that he loves her still. Of all the 
dangerous women that ever lived, I do think 
she is the most so — as beautiful as she is 
wicked." 

'* He is with her, I doubt not," said Mrs. 
Douglas ; " if anything is to be done, there 
is no time to be lost.'' 

" When will he be back ? '' said his uncle. 

"He will be back to luncheon," said his 
mother. 

*' Then you must make some excuse 
to keep him with you — the best thing will 
be for you to ask him to drive with you," 
said Sir Lionel ; " and while he is out with 
you, I will go — ^is it far ? " 

" Oh, no," said his sister ; " you can see the 
house from that window." 

Two miserable hours were spent by Regi- 
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nald's mother and uncle, while he, happily 
unconscious of the awful storm which was 
bursting over his head, was roaming about on 
the hills, Mrs. Churchill hanging on his arm. 
Never had she looked more lovely ; a 
thorough coquette, she this day put forth all 
her charms and attractions, and oh I how 
well she knew every wile and every winning 
grace that could increase her power I If 
Reginald had ever doubted her feelings for 
him, he felt sure now that she loved him. 
Surely it was his guardian Angel, who had 
watched over his life, that once more was by 
his side, and prevented his telling her all ! 
At length he left her at her own door, and 
hurried home. Mrs. Douglas turned sick 
and faint as she heard his light step, and 
his merry whistle. He soon came in, how 
happy he looked ; his mother almost feared 
that he had spoken. 

*' How pale you look, dearest mother 1 " 
he said, as he sat down by her sofa, " and 
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how cold your hand is," and he took it in his 
own, and rubbed it. 

" Yes/' said his uncle, *' I was just tell- 
ing your mother that she ought to take a 
little drive after luncheon, and you ought 
to take her. I have business, so I cannot 
go. 

" Yes, dearest mother I'll take you a drive, 
where shall we go to ? * 

His mother's heart was almost burst- 
ing, but she put a great constraint on 
herself, and strove to talk ; but oh I how hard 
it was, her son sitting beside her without an 
idea of all that she knew would come upon 
him in a few hours. How would he bear it ? 
wretched thoughts of what men had done in 
similar cases came across her, what if he 
should destroy himself ? what a man had 
done a man might do I She pictured the 
whole awful scene to herself, till she almost 
saw her son lying a bleeding, disfigured 
corpse before her. Her nerves were so 
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tightly strung that she could scarcely re- 
frain from screaming. She was roused by 
her son who was still holding her hand, 
saying, 

" Pray, dearest mother, don't pinch so 
awfiilly, just look at my hand, youVe 
almost drawn the blood. What veno- 
mous things women are ; who could 
believe that your little hand could give 
such a horrid pinch ?" She was roused from 
that dream, but she was soon busy with 
another scarcely less terrible. Suppose 
that he refused to credit his uncle's assertions, 
suppose that Mrs. Churchill denied it all ; 
which would he believe? And supposing 
that he could not dis-believe facts, which from 
what Sir Lionel had told Mrs. Douglas were 
as clear as day, yet that such was her power 
over him, that he would refuse to give her 
up, and sacrifice his good name, his honour, 
and everything else for her. Suppose that he 
fled with her, and left his mother, his home. 
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and his country for the woman — who, vile 
as she was beyond all doubt, was nevertheless 
the first and only woman whom he had ever 
loved. She knew the intensity of his devo- 
tion to her ; her brother had dwelt on her 
beauty, her fascination ; had related to her 
appalling stories of men, who had loved her 
and ruined themselves for her. Was there 
still another victim wanted ? and was her sou, 
the child of so many prayers, so many tears, 
the one object of her sad life — was he to be 
that victim ? She thought of her husband, 
how he had not scrupled to sacrifice his wife, 
his child, his good name ; would his son, in 
whose veins the same blood flowed, would he 
prove himself at last a " Douglas" in one re- 
spect? Such were the miserable thoughts 
that filled the mind of the unhappy mother, 
while the son, for whose sorrows '* the sword 
was piercing through her soul" sat by her, 
building his castles in the air, all unconscious 
that their very foundations were being sapped, 
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and that the whole aerial edifice was tottering, 
and would soon fall, and bury the hopes and 
the happiness of the unconscious builder, and 
hazard his very life I 
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CHAPTER VI. 



As soon as Reginald and his mother had 
driven off, Sir Lionel prepared for the 
important business which he had on hand. 
He felt rather awkward about it; it is a 
dangerous thing to interfere in another man^s 
love affairs, even with the best intentions. 
Reginald was his nephe^w, but uncles are not 
privileged persons in this respect. He felt 
extremely uncomfortable at the idea of 
" bearding the lion in his den," of facing this 
woman in cold blood, without any actual 
charge to bring against her^ He did not know 
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whether she had actually told Reginald that 
she was a widow ; besides if she had, that was 
no business of his, and if she had told a 
falsehood, you cannot call a woman to account 
for that (more's the pity). 

Each moment that brought him nearer to 
Mrs. Churchill's door, he felt more and more 
inclined to disgrace himself as a British 
soldier, and turn his back on the foe. He 
made several pauses during his transit from 
Emerald Bank to Fern Lodge, though it was 
only a few hundred yards. He took a 
considerable time to look at a tree in a 
neighbouring garden, which had really 
nothing either particularly singular or 
particularly interesting in its appearance ; 
he stopped to admire the view, though I very 
much doubt that he was conscious of any 
feature in the landscape ; he took two pinches 
of snuflF, and blew his nose three times ; but 
still he was aware that he was slowly but 
surely advancing tQ the scene of action. At 
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last he became desperate, and calling up all 
his military ardour, he resolved to consider it 
in the light of a military duty. He had once 
led *' a forlorn hope ;'* did he hesitate then ? 
Not a bit. Why should he do so now ? 
So with a desperate eflFort he hurried into 
Mrs. Churchiirs garden, and, without daring 
to give himself time to reflect, rung the door 
bell. He was quite frightened at himself, 
when he heard the tremendous peal which 
his vigorous pull sent sounding through the 
house. He would have given anything to be 
safe at home again. Why hadn't he written ? 
What a stupid old ass he mentally styled 
himself, and a confounded old fool I to 
trouble himself about other people's love 
affairs. But it was too late now, he must 
carry it on. 

The door was soon opened by Antoinette, 
Mrs. Churchiirs French maid, who demanded 
his name. He declined to give her this in- 
formation ; whereupon Antoinette, informing 
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him that Madame would not see him unless 
he did so, was proceeding to shut the door in 
his face, when Sir Lionel, whose ebbing 
courage had suddenly flowed again, and had 
now arrived at the proper pitch — quietly took 
her by the arm, and pushing her on one side 
in the most gentlemanly and decided manner, 
walked straight to the first door which he 
saw before him, opened it, and found himself 
in the presence of Mrs. Churchill. How 
surprised and aghast she looked, for though 
she was ignorant of his relationship to 
Reginald, and knew nothing of the business 
which brought him once more into her 
presence, she felt that no light cause had 
induced him to seek an interview with her, 
for she well knew the opinion which his 
knowledge of her past life had forced him to 
form of her. 

Some time had elapsed since they had met. 
She had not forgotten that meeting! when 
she had knelt before him, imploring his 
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silence on a subject which, though others 
suspected, he alone held in his hands the 
proofs, — the convincing proofs of. This 
flew to her memory in a moment, but she 
was too good a politician to allow her 
opponent any advantage, or to show her 
cards till she knew what were " trumps/' So 
she rose from her sofa, and advancing with 
extreme cordiality, held out both her hands 
with a most cordial, " Sir Lionel Beresford, 
this is a pleasure, how delighted I am to see 
you r' and both the little white hands were 
stretched out, but Sir Lionel drew back ; he 
would not take within his own, the hand of 
the dishonoured wife of his dearest friend, 
the woman who had ruined the happiness of 
one of the best of men, who had wrung his 
heart, who had trampled upon his honour ; 
the woman who had deceived and allured 
with her fatal charms the nephew whom he 
loved as his own son. So he drew back and 
said in the most freezing tones : 
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" I cannot make truth so subservient, to 
politeness, as to say that it is a mutual 
pleasure, madam/' 

Mrs. Churchill looked vexed, but she 
merely shrugged her shoulders, and resuming 
her seat, she said in a tone of most provoking 
sympathy : 

"Ah, yes, I forgot that you hate women — 
poor Sir Lionel, yours must indeed have been 
some terrible disappointment to make you so 
bitter towards other women. I always feel so 
much for a man who has been jilted, they 
never get over that sort of feeling, but you 
ought to try and forget it, dear Sir Lionel, 
it's unchristian." 

And she looked at him with the air of the 
deepest solicitude, but there was a smile of 
malice in her eyes when she saw that the 
shaft went home. Sir Lionel turned crimson, 
then deadly pale, and he made a violent effort 
to restrain himself. To have the secret of his 
life laid bare in such a manner, and by such 
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a woman, was galling in the extreme. But 
she had not done with him yet. She felt 
intuitively that he had come to annoy her, so 
she resolved to have the first of the engage- 
ment. 

*'Dear Sir Lionel,'' she exclaimed, in a 
voice of aflFectionate anxiety, " do let me 
order you a little soda water, you do not look 
well, you are so flushed; pray excuse my 
frankness, but really your nose is so red, that 
I quite apprehend apoplexy I Please, Sir 
Lionel, do have some little consideration for 
my feelings, and don't go and have a fit in 
my house, and perhaps die, and harrow up 
my feelings by having an inquest in my 
drawing-room; do have compassion on a 
poor lone widow. Oh I dear, I forgot, I'm 
not really a widow though, unless you have 
come to announce the interesting intelligence 
of that fact to me." 

" Your unfortunate husband is alive, madam 
still," said Sir Lionel, in his stiffest and gravest 
voice, v6ry much annoyed at having been 
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told his nose was red, and that he looked 
apoplectic I 

" Oh indeed/' said Mrs. Churchill, with 
perfect unconcern. 

" Have you no anxiety to know anything 
about him ?" said Sir Lionel. 

" Oh yes, I hope he's as ill and as uncom- 
fortable as I ^wish him to be," said the loving 
wife. 

Sir Lionel gazed at her with an expression 
of pain and surprise. 

** I see," said he, '^ that you are un- 
changed." 

" I am delighted to hear you pay me a 
compliment," said Mrs. Churchill, pretending 
to misunderstand him, " I think I'm grown a 
little thin, but as you are kind enough to say 
so, I don't think I am much altered ; that's an 
advantage which we brunettes possess over 
your English blondes, and I am much flat- 
tered by such a good judge as yourself. Sir 
Lionel, confessing it." 

** No more of this folly, madam," said her 
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visitor sternly, " I come here to-day most un- 
willingly on most important business. I 
suppose that you are aware that my nephew 
loves you/' the words almost stuck in his 
throat, he was unwilling to pronounce the 
fact of which he hated to think. 

Mrs. Churchill opened her eyes in utter 
astonishment. 

" I mean my nephew, Reginald Douglas," 
repeated Sir Lionel, for he could not make 
out whether her surprise was real or feigned. 

Now this was news to Mrs. Churchill, how- 
ever it was her maxim never to appear to be 
taken by surprise. If the earth had opened, 
she would have pretended to have for some- 
time past been fully prepared for such an 
event, so she showed no astonishment. She 
was one of those women, who to use a homely 
phrase are never taken aback by anything. 
She never lost her graceful self possession, 
she was never put out, and was never in a 
hurry ; though really extremely wide-awake. 
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she passed for a dreamy kind of woman. She 
always spoke in the same slow sweet voice, 
and never manifested the slightest surprise at 
any event, or forgot her well-bred courtesy. 
Had a party of tigers suddenly appeared in 
her drawing-room, she would have been 
glad to make their acquaintance ; have offered 
them sherry and biscuits, and done the honours 
of her house to these wild beasts, but not have 
exhibited any surprise. 

So though she had been totally ignorant of the 
relationship between Sir Lionel and Reginald 
she meielyreplied,"Oh I of course, I forgot that, 
not that I see much likeness," and she put her 
head first on one side, then on the other, as if 
she were scrutinising a picture, and finally 
taking up a roll of music which Reginald had 
brought her that morning, she made a telescope 
of it, and examined poor Sir Lionel through 
it. " Yes,*' she continued, as if musing, " I 
think I do see just a something; youVe both 
noses, and when your nephew has been a 
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few years in India, and gets that little florid 
tinge over the complexion, and his hair turns 
grey, and his figure gets a little rounded, I 
can quite fancy he will be as fine a man as 
his uncle." 

'* Mrs. Churchill," said Sir Lionel solemnly, 
" time is precious, and I have a very dis- 
* agreeable duty to perform." 

" I never heard of a duty that was not 
disagreable," said Mrs. Churchill, smelling 
languidly at a splendid double-barrelled gold- 
topped bottle, which had been Reginald's 
latest present. " I hate duties myself, and feel 
very thankful that I have none to perform, 
but pray let me hear what yours is?" 

" It is this," said Sir Lionel, " that you 
have shamefully imposed on my nephew ; and 
have passed j ourself off as a widow, and as 
free to accept his admiration and addresses ; 
he is, I fear, extremely attached to you, and 
I have come here to-day to know what you 
intend to do, when he comes as an honourable 
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man to ask you to be his wife, believing you 
to be worthy of the honour?" 

" What I intend to do/' said Mrs. Churchill 
languidly. ^' What can I do ? I can't marry 
him, much' as I am aware that you must 
desire that I should do so." 

"I desire it? I have but that one boy, 
whom I look on as my son, and I'd rather 
help to wrap him in his winding sheet, and 
lay him in his coflBin, than see him your hus- 
band," said Sir Lionel, fiercely knocking his 
stick on the floor. 

*' If you wish to give vent to your feelings 
by making such a noise with that stick. Sir 
Lionel, perhaps you would show sufl&cient 
regard for my nerves by just going into the 
verandah and doing it there, and please don't 
talk to me about winding sheets and coflBins, 
for I don't like such things." 

" The time must come," said Sir Lionel, 
solemnly, " when these things must be forced 
upon you." 
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" Well, when I must think of them, I sup- 
pose I shall ; but I have always considered 
it very ill-bred to talk of death in that sort of 
way I " 

" Well I " said Sir Lionel, who saw how 
useless it was to talk with such a woman, " I 
wish to know what you intend to do about my 
nephew. I have in my pocket two letters 
that deeply concern you, my answers to those 
letters will be guided by your conduct in this 
affair ; one of these letters is from your first 
husband's brother ; he has heard rumours of 
scandals relative to you, of your being this 
year at Baden, under a feigned name, and 
with a foreigner whom you passed off as 
your husband, of your frequenting the gamb- 
ling tables there, of your playing, (rumour 
calls it cheating), and of your winning large 
sums of money ; he writes to me for confir- 
mation of all this. If I search out all this, 
and find it true, you know the consequences 
of it ; you lose the guardianship of your first 
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husband's children, and with that you lose 
the large allowance that you only have as 
long as those two children remain with you. 
My other letter is from your present husband ; 
he is urged by his family to procure a divorce ; 
they have also written to me on the subject. 
He is reluctant to destroy the last link be- 
tween you, even now he feels tenderly to- 
wards you, has some consideration for your 
feelings ; have you none for his ?" 

"None!" said Mrs. Churchill, "I never 
loved him, and now I hate him," and her 
eyes flashed like those of some evil spirit 

" Well ! " said Sir Lionel, *' you will pro- 
nounce your own sentence ; you know that if 
you lose the large allowance given for your 
first husband's children, and if your present 
husband divorces you, the revelations that 
will then be made, will not induce anything 
beyond the exact sum that the law requires 
for your support to be given you — ^you know 
your extravagance, and the means that you 
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Will then have to rely upon. Am I to write 
to both these persons, and to tell them what 
I can truthfully say, that I never heard these 
reports, or am I to enquire into their truth, 
and have them confirmed ? " 

Mra. Churchill's ** sang-froid" forsook her 
for a moment; she knew the power Sir Lionel 
possessed over her, and she felt the truth of 
what he said. Her countenance changed, she 
did not turn pale (but we know the reason 
of ihat)^ but she looked thoroughly subdued. 

Sir Lionel watched her face, and saw that 
he had conquered. 

" What do you wish me to do ? " she asked 
after a pause. 

''•Two things," answered Sir Lionel, ''first 
of all you must break off this affair, by what- 
ever name you call it, with my nephew." 

" That is easy enough," said Mrs. Churchill, 
" as far as / am concerned I " 

" Do you mean to say that you do not love 
my nephew ? " said Sir Lionel. 

VOL. I. L 
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"No 1" said Mrs. Churchill, "he has flat- 
tered my vanity, and during my absence from 
one whom I do love, has amused me, but that 
is all! Your nephew is handsome, not my 
style, but no doubt handsome ; but I never 
valued a conquest that cost me no trouble to 
make ; and really your good nephew was so 
very easily won I He knows little of the sex 
and is Ignorant that a man should not give in 
too soon, nor lay down his arms before he has 
struck one blow for his liberty. I don't know 
much of your English literature, but I quite 
agree with one of your poets (isn't it Byron ?) 
who says — 

*Not much, I ween, he knows of woman^s breast, 
Who thinks that wanton thing is won by sighs, 
Do proper homage to thine idol's eyes. 
Bat not too humbly, or she will despise 
Thee and thy suit, thoagh told in moving tropes, 
Pique her, and soothe in turns ! ' 

depend on it, Sir Lionel, that's quite true, and 

a woman does not value too easy a victory.' ' 

" Madam I " said Sir Lionel, " you wear a 

woman's form, but I really could almost be- 
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lieve, when I listen to such sentiments, 
spoken so heartlessly, that you are some 
fiend." 

'*Now really, Sir Lionel," replied Mrs. 
Churchill, with the most charming candour 
and naivete ; "you quite speak my own sen- 
timents. Do you know that I have really 
sometimes thought that I have something 
diabolical in me ? it is not a pleasant idea, 
but I don't believe a bit what they say about 
the devil ; can't realize the tail and cloven 
foot. Now, seriously speaking, Sir Lionel, do 
you think that he really has a tail, and long 
ears, and horns ? I should like to know the 
opinion of some one better informed than 
myself. We women so often form erroneous 
opinions on these matters. I know nothing 
of theology myself, though I don't think that 
this is exactly a theological question;" and 
she leaned her head upon her hands and 
looked as if deeply engaged in some abstruse 
problem. 

L 2 
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Sir Lionel was shocked and disgusted. He 
knew much of her, but he had never seen 
her in this mood. It was a new phase, dif- 
ferent but even more revolting than others. 
So he was anxious to put an end to this in- 
terview. 

" Am I to understand, madam/' he said, 
" that you do not care for my nephew ?" 

"Not in the least,'' replied she. 

" Thank God for that," said Sir Lionel, 
lifting his eyes to Heaven with an expres- 
sion of gratitude. 

" I trust that your nephew will evince the 
same thankfulness," said Mrs. Churchill, 
spitefully. 

" The day will come," said Sir Lionel, 
" when he will consider as the greatest bless- 
ing what I fear will now be a source of 
misery to him." 

*' Possibly," said the lady, "but you men- 
tioned a second instance in which you wish 
me to oblige you. What am I to do more ?" 
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*' You must leave Malvern immediately/' 
said Sir Lionel. 

" But what do you call immediately ?" 

" To - morrow morning must see you 
away/' he answered; "and before you go 
you must write to my nephew, telling him, in 
unmistakeable terms, that you have deceived 
him, both as to your being free to marry him, 
and also as to your pretended affection fqr 
him. Do this (and remember, that I shall 
discover whether you have, or have not done 
so), and I will remain neutral as to the 
divorce, and also with regard to Mr. Sneyd's 
letter. I pledge you my honour not to use 
the letters which I have of yours to your 
disadvantage. I see no great benefit which 
can accrue to your husband, were I to assist 
him in obtaining a divorce ; therefore, 1 think 
I am justified in assuring you that I will not 
advise it. But you must quit this place to- 
morrow.'' 

"And where am I to go?" said Mrs. 
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Churchill, in an intensely helpless, childish 
manner. 

" To the Devil, if you choose, madam," 
said Sir Lionel, angrily, for he was thoroughly 
provoked — (and you know that I told you 
that when put out he sometimes used strong 
language). 

" Not yet," said Mrs. Churchill ; '' I am in 
no hurry for such a finale as you are kind 
and christian enough to promise me ; but as 
you have forced this journey upon me the 
least that you can do is to arrange it for me. 
There's a Bradshaw on that table, so please 
look for the train by which your tyrannical 
conduct forces me to leave. I really havn't 
brains to understand that puzzling article, so 
pray do it for me." 

Sir Lionel took up the book, and after 
studying it for some time, informed her that 
there was a train which left for London at 10 
o'clock, by which he insisted on her leaving 
Malvern. He was extremely anxious to pre- 
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vent, if possible, a meeting between her and 
his nephew. 

Mrs. Churchill acquiesced in a languid, 
uninterested manner, as if the affair did not 
at all concern her. 

Sir Lioners business being now over, he 
had no desire to prolong the interview ; be- 
sides, it was just possible that Eeginald might 
call at Fern Lodge when he returned from 
his drive ; so feeling excessively thankful 
that he had been successful in bis undertaking, 
he rose to depart. 

'* Mrs. Churchill," he said, in a mournful 
voice, " this may be probably the last time 
that we may ever stand face to face on earth ; 
let me entreat of you to stop in the career 
which you are pursuing — it must end in 
misery, even in this world, and even you can- 
not pretend to disbelieve in a judgment to 
come." 

He passed from the room as he spoke, and 
she was alone. There was an expression on 
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her face, very different from what it usually 
wore. Tears — genuine tears — for a moment 
filled her eyes^ and a look of softness and 
penitence, perhaps seen there for the first 
time in a life of folly and sin, changed the 
whole character of her countenance. It was 
one of those moments which have been found 
in almost every human heart — a moment 
when life and death were struggling for their 
prey — that prey, a human soul of inestimable 
value. 

** A tide in the affairs of men^ ** 

on whose ebb or flow eternity depends. 

Those tears, allowed free course, might 
have melted the hard and stony heart, and 
would have been precious as costly jewels in 
the sight of Him ' who waiteth to be gracious.' 
They might have shone as gems throughout 
eternity ; the first trembling tears of repentance 
pressed back, however, to the fountain 
whence they rose, such tears would but con- 
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geal, and cold as ice, would freeze, instead of 
melt. 

Alas! that only a momentary softening 
was the issue of the solemn address with 
which Sir Lionel had concluded his visit. 
Mrs. Churchill raised her head, and with the 
old careless expression on her face, passed 
her hand over her forehead, as if finally to 
chase away every trace of the warning, and 
obliterate it from her memory. She had been 
warned, and she had slighted the warning ; 
it was the last that ever sounded in her ears. 
Thenceforth her downward course was to be 
undisturbed by the voice of that conscience 
which she had at length silenced for ever. 
She had administered an opiate, and that 
opiate would stupify, till Death, the great 
awakener of the slumbering soul should 
arouse her to consciousness too late ! 

Half-an-hour after this momentary glance 
into the possibility of better things, she seated 
herself at her desk, and wrote two letters. 

L 5 
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Let us be guilty of a dishonourable act, and 
peep over her shoulder as she writes : 

" Mt beloved Eeginald, 

"I dread to think of the agony 
which you must feel when you read these 
lines from your idolizing and heart-broken 
Inez. A cruel fate, too powerful to resist, 
tears me from you. For myself, I can suffer 
in silence ; but what can describe what I feel 
in not being able to bear the whole burden ? 
I have deceived you, Eeginald ; but, oh, for- 
give a deception caused by my love for you. 
A thousand times the fatal truth has trembled 
on my lips, but I restrained myself, for I 
dreaded losing your love — your esteem — ^your 
society. I know that you can only love 
where you can respect and esteem. Judge, 
then, what are my feelings, when I pronounce 
my own sentence — but I can no longer con- 
ceal the truth from you. Forgive and pity 
me when I tell you that I am a wife ! Yes, 
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Reginald, instead of being free to love you, 
and to be loved by you, I am the wife of 
another. Never did my bonds appear so 
hateful as since I have known and loved you ! 
I must leave this place ; my husband writes 
from India, ordering me to meet him in a few 
days in London ; I dare not refuse ;, his 
tyranny and jealousy are fearful for me to 
submit to ; but I deserve some punishment 
for loving you, and making you love me. 
Adieu, for ever. In time, I trust you will 
forget your miserable ''Inez." 

This was the first letter ; she laid it on one 
side, and with the same pen she wrote another, 
which we will also take the liberty of perusing. 
It was to a friend, a ''kindred spirit," who 
was entirely in her confidence. She, too, 
was separated from her husband, and Mrs. 
Churchill took no trouble to conceal any of 
her doings, past or present, from Mrs. Gore ; 
neither could find fault with the other, for 
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they both lived in " glass houses," and there- 
fore could throw no stones at each other's 
abodes {Par parenthise^ we must just remark 
that we spell both letters as they should be 
spelled, not as they were I) : — 

** Dearest Louisa, — 

'^ The crisis of affairs which I 
have for some time anticipated has at length 
arrived. Who in the world should turn up 
this very day at Malvern but old Sir Lionel 
Beresford ; and only imagine my feelings at 
finding out that he is uncle to Captain Douglas, 
my handsome and devoted lover I Well, the 
old man stormed and scolded, and though I 
was in a great rage I was as cool as a block 
of Wenham Lake ice. So he told me that he 
had lately received letters from my husband 
that no ^ is, and from my late spouse's brother 
— that odious John Sneyd I He hates me, 
and wants to find out something tangible 
against me to get hold of Mary and Emma, or 
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rather of the handsome allowance which I 
have for them, so he writes to Sir Lionel in 
the most sneaking and migentlemanly man- 
ner to get him to find out whether / was the 
mysterious person who was at Baden with 
some foreigner, and was gambling there, and 
making lots of money. Happily, Sir Lionel 
had not heard it. I am sure that he suspected 
that I was the person, for spite of my usual 
self-possession I am sure that I looked guilty. 
Then he told me that my present husband is 
urged to get a divorce ; so if I lose hoth my 
handsome allowances, I should be a beggar, 
for Karl has nothing but what he makes by 
his wits, and if I were divorced I am sure he 
would not marry me, and would be furious if 
I lost this money. Well, Sir Lionel told me 
that I had imposed on his nephew, and that 
the only thing that I could do, which should 
keep him from telling everything to Mr. 
Sneyd, and to my husband, was to leave Mal- 
vern to-morrow, and to write and tell Captain 
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Douglas that I never cared about him, which 
I confessed I never had, and that I only 
carried on the aflfair to amuse myself. How- 
ever, I didn't do that ; you'll see what IVe 
said, for I will copy my letter to him at the 
end of this. I shouldn't be at all surprised if 
he were to shoot himself, for he is awfully in 
love. I had the satisfaction of making the 
old man confess that ; but I really can't be 
accountable for the follies of lovers. A man 
must be a ' muff ' who falls in love so very 
easily, and I rather despise him I He is cer- 
tainly very handsome, but I'm doing him the 
kindest turn after all by not loving him, for I 
don't think I've brought much luck to my 
lovers ! I told him that my husband had 
written to inform me that he would be in 
London in a few days. I don't know whether 
he will believe me. I hope he won't be q.o 
tiresome as to follow me, for I rather expect 
Karl, who left Baden last week, to be in 
England in a few days, and it wouldn't do for 
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them to meet. I leave Malvern by the ten 
o'clock train. 1 must leave Antoinette here 
to take care of Emma ; that girl is the plague 
of my life. She grows so tall, and though I 
keep her in short frocks, and make her carry a 
doll when she walks out, yet she is now six- 
teen, and begins to show rebellious ideas. Do 
you know of any school where the girls are 
kept strictly, and where they don't allow holi- 
days ? Mary is parlour-boarder at a school 
in Yorkshire ; she is nearly twenty-one, and 
then she will b^ entitled to two hundred a 
year, which I shall lose out of the allowance. 
They are both the very image of their late 
father, as obstinate and as hard to manage as 
he was. Captain Douglas thinks that Emma 
is a Churchill, as I have never let him know 
about my having been married before, so it 
will be a double surprise to him. I shall go 
to your house on Monday next ; till then I 
shall be at some hotel. 

^ " Your affectionate friend, 

" Inez Churchill." 
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As a postscript she copied her letter to 
Eeginald. She had just finished her epistles, 
and had directed the envelopes which were to 
contain them, when a well-known knock was 
heard at the door. She hurriedly put the 
letters in their envelopes. What fortunate 
chance (or rather what providential interfer- 
ence) could have made her commit such a 
blunder as to put each up as if intended for 
the other ? Yet so it was, and she hastily 
sealed them both, having unwittingly put the 
deceitful, hypocritical epistle, intended for 
Reginald, into the cover directed to *' Mrs. 
Gore" — and the letter containing her heartless 
account of the matter, and her confession of 
all that she really was — and the copy of her 
first letter, into the envelope addressed to 
" Captain Douglas." 

The tiny wreath of smoke was still curling 
up from the taper, and the room was redolent 
of the perfumed wax, both of which had lent 
their aid in the process which was to have 
such important results, when Reginald entered 
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the room. How little he guessed what had 
just taken place ! He put his finger on the 
smouldering taper, and held the still warm 
wax to his nose to imbibe its fragrance ; these 
unconscious instruments of his fate could 
give no token of what they had witnessed. 
When he lifted his finger the flame was dead ; 
was it an emblem of the burning passion 
which dwelt in his heart, and on which the 
hand of fate would so soon lay the cold finger 
which should extinguish it ? 

His visit was not a very long one ; his 
mother had been so unwell after her return 
from her drive that he had been detained 
longer than usual. 

Mrs. Churchill seemed " distraite " and 
silent. In spite of her utter heartlessness, she 
was human, and she could not help feeling a 
small atom of pity when she looked at him, 
and felt that they were about to meet for the 
last time. She did not love him, but she 
could not help feeling that she should miss 
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him. For weeks he had been her only com- 
panion; his life had been during that time 
spent in thinking and dreaming of her, and 
she could not help a softening towards one 
whom she felt that she had fearfully injured. 

At last he rose to say good-bye, her hand 
lingered a moment in his, and there was an 
unwonted tenderness in her manner, which 
struck him as unusual. He thought over it 
all night ; but, alas, it only confirmed the idea 
that she loved him I 

As he left the room, he looked back, and 
said in such a tone, " Adieu till to-morrow," 
and she answered, half sadly, " till to-mor- 
row." 

And thus they parted for ever. He with 
not the slightest, faintest shadow of what that 
" morrow should bring forth," but full of hope 
and high anticipation. She with the full 
knowledge that the morning which should rise 
on him so brightly, should find him at night 
broken-hearted, cursing the day that he was 
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Lorn, writhing under the bitterest, most crush- 
ing agony that the human heart can know, a 
burden that must be borne alone, almost the 
only sorrow that the heart can feel, which 
sympathy cannot alleviate, and pity cannot 
reach. He had staked his all^ and had lost. 
He had pat his life's treasure into one frail 
bark, but he had thought it sea-worthy. In 
a moment the dark waters rushed in, and it 
was shipwrecked. There was night in his 
soul — the " horror of a great darkness " — for 
the light of his life had fled ; would the day 
ever break again ? He thought not. But — 

" What pang is permanent with man ?" 

" WhOf that a watcher doth remain 
Beside a couch of mortal pain, 
Deems that he e'er can smile again ? 

" Or who that weeps heside a hier 
Counts he has any more to fear, 
From the world's flatteries, false, and leer V" 

And who that has stood by the grave, in 
which the hopes and joys of his life have been 
buried, ever believes that for them there can 
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be a resurrection? That a time can ever 
come when the heart which now seems dead, 
can ever wake again, can ever feel again, can 
ever either enjoy or suflfer again ? But " the 
heart is deceitfiil above all things " even to 
itself, and Time, the great healer, passes his 
hand over the deepest wound, and it ceases to 
smart. There will be a scar, no balm can 
obliterate that ; but the wound itself will pain 
no more. Sorrow does not kill, if it did, the 
bills of mortality would be even higher than 
they are, and the earth itself would not find 
graves to bury its dead. 

^' The heart mav break, bat brokenly live on." 
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CHAPTER VII. 



The long expected birthday broke at last — a 
bright, glorious day, such as October brings, 
clear and bracing, that delicious crisp feel, 
and that autumnal perfiime over everything, 
which renders this month the most enjoyable 
in the whole year, especially in a place where 
the air is so exquisitely pure as it is in Mal- 
vern. The robin was singing in his autumn 
tones, and " the calm decay," of which he 
is the harbinger, had scarcely yet begun to 
show itself. The trees were still glorious in 
their many coloured beauty, and the mountain- 
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ash still hung out its crimson banners, and 
was covered with beautiful berries. All was 
lovely, and Reginald felt the inspiration of the 
day. He had slept but little ; his thoughts 
were too intently fixed on the happiness which 
he (short-sighted mortal!) had promised him- 
self. 

How his mother's heart ached when she 
heard his merry voice singing as he dressed 
himself. She also had passed a sleepless 
night ; but, oh, what different causes had 
brought the same effects! One was from 
overwhelming happiness, the other from over- 
whelming misery. 

During the time that elapsed in the 
preparations for breakfast, Reginald was look- 
ing out of the window. 

'^ There goes a train !'' said he, as the long 
volume of smoke was visible from the win- 
dow. "What a lovely day for a journey! 
However, I am happy to say I am not going 
away, and I don't fancy that the train con- 
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tains any one whom I particularly care 
about I" 

His mother turned paler than she was be- 
fore, which seemed scarcely possible; and his 
uncle could not conceal an expression of pain, 
but Reginald remarked nothing. He was too 
much occupied with the fatally engrossing 
subject to heed anything else. He was in 
high spirits, and during breakfast tortured his 
mother by playful allusions of all sorts to the 
daj* 

*^ Dear me," he said, laughing, " what a 
horrid little object I was this day seven-and- 
twenty years — like a piece of red flannel ! 
And yet, I daresay, my fond old mother 
thought me a cherub I didn't you now, 
mother ? Was I as devoid of nose as most of 
the babies I see, and as ugly ?" 

'*I never thought you ugly," said his* 
mother, trying to smile. 

" No, of course not, but you did not 
think that I should ever grow up such a good 
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looking fellow as I am now, honour bright, 
did you r 

" You must first establish the fact that you 
are good looking," said his mother. 

" Well, if I am a fright so are you, for you 
know that I'm the image of my mother, you 
can't deny that, 

*■ It had its mother^s eyes/ 

as the poet feelingly, and no doubt truthfully 
remarked. Well, I've had a lot of very happy 
birthdays, and I hope this won't be the most 
miserable," and he coloured, and a happy 
smile glowed on his face as he left the 
room. 

" Oh, Lionel," said Mrs. Douglas, bursting 
into tears when her son's absence removed 
the restraint which she put on her feelings, 
" How will he bear it ? it wrings my soul to 
*hear him, and to think what the few next 
hours will make him." 

*' Yes," said Sir Lionel, '' he is about to 
suffer one of the greatest trials that the human 
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heart can bear — the discovery of the treachery 
of what it believed perfection. We hear of 
pride aiding to bear it bravely, but I think 
the contrary, pride can do nothing in a case 
like this. It is an ordeal that most men and 
women go through, not perhaps, from heart- 
less, premeditated cruelty, as in this case, but 
no matter what be the cause, the blow is 
equally hard to bear/' 

Meanwhile Reginald was counting the 
minutes to the appointed hour. He was as 
usual soliloquising. ^' I wonder if she feels 
as nervous as I do/' he mentally exclaimed, 
" It's worse for a man than a woman, for all 
a woman has to do is to listen ; well, there 
won't be much for me to say, for she knows 
it all ; sweet Inez, oh ! how I long to hear 
that sweet voice say just those three little 
words, * I love you.' Oh ! how delicious they 
will sound ; oh, if she will not say them after 
all ! I think it would kill me ; but why should 
I think that she does not love me ? Deceitful 

VOL. I. M 
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as women are, or are said to be (for as yet 
I have never asked for such love as this), she 
couldn't deceive me. She knows how I 
worship her, and can she be unmoved by 
such devotions ? No, my darling, my wife 
that will be, I trust your love and truth, 
against heaven and earth ; you will be mine, 
my very own, for life, till death. Every 
pulse of my heart beats for you. Oh, Inez, 
my own beloved, I cannot, I will not live 
without you,'' so he rhapsodised. Then he 
continued " There is but one drawback, and 
that is that most uninteresting daughter of 
mine ; upon my word it's very odd, but I 
don't know my daughter's name ; I wonder 
what it is ? She looks a sulky article ; how- 
ever, perhaps she'll improve upon acquain- 
tance, she can't dis-improve at all events. 
Poor girl, she's evidently more her father's 
child than her mother's, I trust she won't take 
to drinking ; what an awful thing if she takes 
after her father in that," for Reginald had 
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quite settled in his mind that the late Mr. 
Churchill had been a drunkard, and died of 
drinking, and now awful and most unpleasant 
pictures were set before his mental eye of 
Miss Churchill, (by such name he knew her), 
shocking his parental feelings by an attack of 
delirium tremens, being seen by the inhabi- 
tants of Henleigh staggering out of the village 
public houses, rolling in the mud, conveyed 
to the police station, possibly in such an ad- 
vanced state of inebriation as to require the 
intervention of a stretcher. 

But from these unpleasing reveries he was 
roused by the Abbey clock's pealing forth the 
hour after which Mrs. Churchill had given him 
permission to go to Fern Lodge. He hurried 
downstairs, having given a farewell glance at 
the looking glass to see that all was right, 
and went into the drawing-room to see his 
mother, about whose health he still felt 
uneasy. " Darling mother," he said, as he 
leaned over her sofa, " wish me good luck, 
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rm going on an important errand, an errand 
of life and death to me ; now ask no questions 
tiU this evening/' and he kissed her, and 
passed out of the open window. How hand- 
some he looked, the new life was glowing in 
his heart, and it shone through his eyes. Had 
he not the three best cosmetics, love, happiness, 
and hope ? Where are the artificial means 
that can beautify like these ? Not all the arts 
of Madame Eachel can vie with them. 

His mother covered her face with her hands 
and groaned. The bitter pangs of a mother 
were again suffered by her, in her agony for 
her son. Schillerdescribes the wife of William 
Tell exclaiming in the agony which she 
suffered for her child, and the bitter anxiety 
she had endured : 

"Zweimal haV ich dich geboren." 

Thus with this mother I a second time had she 
suff^ered, now suffered in her soul, which was 
rent with the pangs of a mother's love. How 
willingly would she have taken that bitter 
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trial from him. The cry of the Patriarch of 
old had been, " Would God I had died for 
thee — my son I" but this mother went further, 
her soul-wrung cry was, " Would God I had 
suffered for thee, my son I" 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



Meanwhile Reginald, in happy ignorance of 
the misery he was leaving behind him, or the 
wretchedness which he was hurrying to meet, 
sped on, glowing with hope and anticipation, 
to the spot where his heart had gone before 
him. He knocked at the door, and rung a 
loud peah He felt a little nervous. The 
moment longed for, but still rather dreaded, 
had arrived. In a few minutes, the all im- 
portant '* to be or not to be" would be 
decided, the fate of his life pronounced, would 
the verdict be for or against the plaintiff? 
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Those individuals who have found themselves 
in the same condition, standing at the door of 
their lady love's house, with a proposal ready 
signed and sealed, and only waiting to be 
delivered, will feel what our hero felt. As a 
woman, one of the inferior sex, it cannot be 
supposed that I should realize the sensation. 
I can, therefore, only look into these 
mysteries from a distance, and write what I 
should imagine were the feelings of the 
** lords of the creation," when about to stoop 
from their exalted position, and to place them- 
selves at the feet of a woman. 

At last, after a long delay, which roused 
Reginald's impatience, though at the same 
time was rather a relief to him (such are the 
contradictions of human nature), the door 
was opened, not as usual by Antoinette, but 
by an English maid-servant, whom he had 
not before seen. 

He asked the usual formal question, " Is 
Mrs. Churchill at home ?" scarcely waiting for 



248 A HEART TWICE WON. 

the answer, but the girl, half shutting the door 
upon him, told him that Mrs. Churchill had 
gone to London. 

'* To London," said Reginald, turning pale, 
" When r 

" At ten, sir ; she had a telegraph, or a 
message, or something, she told us ; but if you 
are Captain Douglas, there's a letter for you 
on the drawing-room chimney-piece." 

Reginald rushed into the drawing-room — - 
how desolate it looked without her; he glanced 
round it, there was the sofa on which she was 
accustomed to lie, but all the little trifles 
which were associated with her were gone. 
The little ivory inlaid work-box (which, by- 
the-bye, he had never seen her use), but 
which always stood by her on a little table, 
the smelling bottle, the writing-case, the fan 
which was always in her hand, the numerous 
little things which were so sacred to him, 
from having been hers, where were they ? 
The flowers, which only a few hours since he 
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X 

had assisted her to place in the vase on the 
table were faded. Apparently some careless 
hand had rudely thrown them out, and taken 
the vase away (probably to pack it up), and the 
flowers lay withering, some on the floor, some 
on the table. Reginald picked them up, he took 
one rosebud and fastened to his button hole ; 
he took his letter, and casting one last look 
round the room, filled with such memories for 
him^ the birth-place of that love whose knell 
had even now struck, and whose funeral 
obsequies were so soon to be celebrated, he 
hurried out. 

It was the hour when hydropathic victims 
swarm about the walks and roads ; the mid- 
day bath had just been solemnly celebrated, 
and the bathers were taking the subsequent 
walk. Reginald could not read this sacred 
epistle in such a crowded place, so he hurried 
up to the hills, to find a lonely spot. He 
went to the place where only the day before 
he had walked with Mrs. Churchill. Here, 
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under the shade of a projecting rock, they 
had passed the preceding morning, here he 
had said more than he had ever said ; yester- 
day he thought he had said too much, to-day 
he thought he had said too little — here would 
he read her letter; what could it Contain? 
What could have taken her away? What 
could bring a telegram to One so wholly 
destitute of friends? Thoughts, which he had 
striven to banish, and which had lately been 
silenced, rose once more in his heart, but he 
hated himself foi' doubting her, and pressing 
the letter to his lips, and saying, " through 
life and death will I trust her I " he broke 
the seal. When he saw the words, " Dearest 
Louisa," a shade of disappointment crossed his 
fece. What could it mean ? he turned over 
the page, and beneath the place where she 
had signed her name, his eye caught the words, 
" this is my letter to Captain Douglas, what 
do you think of it?'' So he read it; a*n ex- 
pression of intense agony passed over his face 



A HEART TWICE WON. 251 

as he read the words of passionate devotion, 
self-reproach, and misery, 

" Inez, my beloved I " he exclaimed, " alas ! 
the wife of another man, but shall I give her 
up to a brutal husband ? Never, I will follow 
her, will tear her from him. What care I 
whether I lose everything; what were the 
whole world to me without her ? Nothing, less 
than nothing," and in the intense delight of 
thinking that she loved him, he forgot every- 
thing, forgave everything, her deception, 
caused by her intense love for was it not him- 
self ? Ah I how easily do we forgive sins 
committed by love, when that love has been 
manifested to ourselves ! 

But a thought suddenly struck him ; why 
should she copy such a letter, a letter written 
for no other eyes than his ? He turned to 
the first page, his eyes wandered almost un- 
consciously down it. He saw his uncle's 
name, what did she know of him ? he saw 
his own name, to whom did she write of him? 
He cared not whether the action was 
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dishonourable or not, he had gone too far to 
recede ; suspicions neither confirmed nor 
refuted, he could not, would not bear. So he 
read the letter through. To the last hour of 
his life, he never forgot one word of it ; each 
word, each syllable seemed to be written on 
his soul with a pen of fire, and to bum itself 
in, as he slowly read it all through. It was 
awful to watch his countenance as each 
hideous truth unfolded itself before him. 
Such an expression might be imagined on the 
face of some lost soul, who, after a momentary 
glimpse of heaven, suddenly finds himself in 
hell. And as unexpected and as awful was 
the transition from happiness to misery in the 
soul of the unhappy Eeginald. The utter 
heartlessness of the woman whom he had 
loved was even harder to bear than all the 
other facts, with which he was now, for the 
first time, made acquainted. Her allusions to 
the probability of his shooting himself cut 
him to the soul. 

** Ah !" he cried with a bitter laugh, *' she 
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shall never have that satisfaction. I may- 
die — good God I how am I to live ? but if I 
do die, my own hand shall not do it; she is 
not worthy a drop of blood from the meanest 
reptile that crawls. I have heard of such 
women, who think it the highest tribute to 
their charms that a man should blow his 
brains out for them. And this is the woman 
for whom I would have laid down my very 
life, almost sacrificed my honour, to spare a 
finger-ache to whom I would have suffered 
tortures. And she talks of my death as 
coolly as if I were her dog — her dog did I 
say ? She would have shed oceans of tears 
for a dog, but for me — for me, who worshipped 
the very ground that she walked on, there 
wouldn't be even a word of pity 1 Who can 
compass a woman's power of deception? 
Good Heavens I one husband dead, and 
another living. Well, there is one man in che 
world more to be pitied than I am — her 
husband. Yes, he is to be pitied ; his happi- 

YOU I. N 
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ness and honour in the power of so vile, so 
infamous a woman I Thank God, I read that 
letter to her friend, no doubt a friend worthy 
of her ; those sort of women generally hunt 
in couples — curse them — aye, curse them all, 
from the first woman that brought sin into 
the world, they've all been the same/' 

Thus he raved on, in awful, but only 
natural wrath. Then softer thoughts rushed 
across his soul, melting the fierce rage that 
burned there. " Oh I Inez, love of my 
heart," he sobbed, burying his face in his 
hands, as if to shut out the light of that day 
of anguish, " is there no hope that there is 
some cruel mistake here ? Oh I that I had 
died this morning before I knew this fatal 
truth ; even now, one word from you, and all 
should be forgiven — forgotten ; one sight of 
that sweet face, one word from those lips — 
but no, there's no mistake here," he said, 
striking his hand on the letter, " this is truth, 
that which I thought was truth is only the 



A HEART TWICE WON. 255 

blackest falsehood that ever stained a woman's 
soul. Had I not read that letter with my 
own eyes, no power should have made me 
believe what she is. Oh I if I had not read 
that letter, I should even now be hurrying 
after her, with some mad intention of ruining 
myself for her. What a blessed chance 
induced her to put up those letters for the 
wrong person. She little thinks into whose 
hands it has fallen. Now I see why my 
mother was so ill yesterday, so miserable 
this morning; she knew what was in store 
for me on this happy birthday. Ah I why 
was I ever born ? Am I to bear this burden 
of wretchedness all my life ? is this bitter 
gnawing pain to torture my soul for ever ? 
And yet men love and forget, but not such a 
passion as this — forget, can I ever hope it ? 
Oh 1 what must I go through before I can 
hope to find a ' Lethe ?' " 

There he sat for hours, unconscious of the 
flight of time, forgetting everything but the 
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one fact that seemed to pervade Lis whole 
being. The day died gradually away ; a sad 
moaning wind echoed round the hills ; he 
heard it not. A thick drizzling rain came on ; 
he felt it not. He was lost to all outer 
miseries ; he had lost the one thing, without 
which all else was as nothing, and with 
which the loss of all else would have been 
as nothing. 

The rain grew heavier, he was wet through, 
but was wholly unconscious of it, and was at 
length only roused by a party of merry 
excursionists, who, rushing down near him, 
exclaiming upon the weather, suddenly woke 
him from his state of stupor. 

Slowly he rose ; he was numbed, and sharp 
pains shot through his limbs; he was stiff 
with cold, and could scarcely walk. Me- 
chanically he descended the hill ; up which 
he had sped, but a few short hours before, on 
the wings of hope and love. Years seemed 
to have passed over him, his heart was 
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crushed, and he felt the blighting power of 
sorrow all the more keenly ; because his life 
had hitherto been passed almost unconscious 
of grief. The greater the happiness we have 
once enjoyed, the more intense the change 
when sorrow comes. The brighter the sun- 
shine, the deeper the shadows it will throw ! 



END OF VOL. I. 
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